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RUPERT GODWIN. 



CHAPTER I, 

FEVER-STRIOKEN. 

When the servant who had been in the habit 
of waiting upon Lionel Westford entered the 
young man's bedroom late at night, in order 
to close the shutters of the apartment, he found 
Lionel lying on the bed in the state of uncon- 
sciousness into which he had fallen. The aston- 
ishment of the servant was very great. Several 
hours had passed since he had entered Lionel's 
sitting-room in order to prepare the table for 

dinner. He had then found the apartment 
VOL. III. B 
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eijipty^ jaij^* tli& Jetter- addressed to Miss God- 
win lying on the table. He had taken that 
letter to Julia, and had been told by her that 
Mr. Wilton had left the Hall for an indefinite 
period, and that his services would therefore be 
no longer needed in the chintz-rooms at the end 
of the corridor. 

But now he found Lionel Westf ord lying on 
the bed, dressed in liis walking clothes, and his 
hair damp and dishevelled. 

Lionel's face was turned towards the wall, 
and it never occinred to the man that he might 
possibly be ill. Only one idea entered his mind ; 
and that was, that the artist had been drinking 
somewhere during his absence from the Hall, 
and had returned intoxicated to fling himself 
dressed upon his bed. 

" If a servant did such a thing, he'd lose his 
situation," thought the man ; " but I suppose 
your artist chaps can do what they please. Miss 
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FEVER-STRICKEK. 6 

Godwin seems to have an imcommon fancy for 
this one, but I don't know what she'll say when 
she hears of his goings-on." 

He left Lionel's room, and descended to the 
lower part of the house. Julia Godwin was 
seated in the drawing-room ; but she was not 
alone. Mrs. Melville was on guard as usual, 
with her eternal embroidery-frame before her, 
the very pattern of primness and propriety. 

She had watched Julia narrowly since the 
coming of Lionel TVestford, and she by no 
means approved that young lady's evident liking 
for the artist. 

The man-servant entered the drawing-room 
and told the two ladies of Mr. Wilton's return. 

Nothing could exceed Mrs. Melville's indig- 
nation. 

" Returned !" she exclaimed ; " returned to 
the Hall without giving any notice of his return, 
or offering any explanation of his conduct, after 
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4 RUPERT GODWIN. 

writing a formal letter to Miss Godwin an- 
nouncing his departure ! I really never heard 
of such impertinence. What can he mean by 
such conduct ?" 

Julia said nothing. She had been cruelly 
wounded by the receipt of Lionel's cold-worded 
letter telling her of his departure, and she had 
been very silent throughout the afternoon and 
evening. She bent over her book so as to keep 
her face concealed from Mrs. Mehdlle and the 
servant, and made no remark whatever. 

"Julia, my dear!" exclaimed Mrs. Melville, 
" did you ever hear of such mingled audacity and 
ingratitude? I am really quite distressed upon 
your account, as this person is a kind of prot^g^ 
of yours. Are you not surprised, my love, and 
are you not indignant at such insolence?" 

Poor Julia was obliged to look up as she 
answered these energetic questions. 

" There may be some reason for his conduct. 
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perhaps, Mrs. Melville," she said gently. "He 
may have changed his mind, and may have 
decided on returning to the Hall. He knew how 
much I wanted those pictures finished, and he 
may have been anxious to complete them." 

" But, my dearest JuUa, to return in such a 
manner, and to lie down in his clothes, just like 
some horrid intoxicated member of the working- 
classes ! O, it's really dreadful !" 

" That's about it, I think, miun," answered 
the servant, with an ill-concealed grin. " I fancy 
as how Mr. Wilton has took a little more than 
is good for him, and finding hisself queer, he 
come back here to sleep instead of going up to 
London by rail." 

"Intoxicated!" shrieked Mrs. Melville; "an 
intoxicated man has dared to enter this house! 
Go to Mrs. Beckson immediately, Thomas, and 
tell her to go to Mr. Wilton's apartment and 
order him to leave the Hall without a moment's 
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6 KUPERT GODWIN. 

delay. Not for an instant will I suffer an in- 
toxicated person to pollute this house by his 
odious presence." 

" Stop, Mrs. Melville," said Julia ; " we do 
not know that Mr. Wilton is intoxicated ; and I 
should think from what I have seen of his habits 
that such a thing is most milikely. In any case^ 
he must not be turned out of this house to-night. 
It is just possible that he may be ill. To-morrow 
morning will be quite soon enough for any in- 
vestigation that you may wish to make ; and 
imless I am very much mistaken, Mr. Wilton 
will be able to give a satisfactory explanation of 
his conduct." 

" But, my darling Julia, I cannot really suffer 
an intoxicated person to — ^" 

^^This is my father's house, Mrs. Melville; 
and on this point I must beg to have my own 
way." 

Mrs. Melville gave a dubious kind of cough.. 
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She felt that she was treading on dangerous 
ground. Julia Godwin was a spoiled child, and 
the banker might be very apt to resent any offence 
against his darling. 

"Well, my sweetest Julia," murmured the 
widow meekly, " if you really wish an intoxicated 
person to remain in the house — " 

" I merely wish to hear Mr. Wilton's own ex- 
planation of his conduct to-morrow morning," 
Julia answered quietly. " You can go, Thomas," 
she added, turning to the servant, who had lin- 
gered to see the result of this little battle between 
the two ladies. 

No more was said that night upon the subject 
of Lionel's return, but there was some little re- 
straint between the two ladies all the evening. 
Julia occupied herself with her book, which she 
affected to find intensely interesting; but Mrs. 
Melville could see by the subdued light of the 
reading-lamp that her face was very pale. 
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8 RUPERT GODWIN. 

" There is no doubt as to the state of her feel- 
mgs," thought the widow; "the silly girl has 
fallen in love with this handsome young adven- 
turer. I must enlighten Mr. Godwin upon the 
subject the first time he comes to Wilming- 
don." 

Early the next morning the two ladies were 
seated at breakfast in a prettily-furnished room 
opening into the garden. Julia was still pale and 
thoughtful ; the widow was still watchful of her 
charge — fearing that she might be blamed for 
any foolish attachment formed by the banker's 
daughter, and might perhaps forfeit a most profit- 
able and agreeable position. She tried to win 
Julia to talk in her usual cheerful and animated 
manner ; but the girl was evidently preoccupied, . 
and Mrs. Melville was obliged to abandon the 
attempt to sustain any conversation. 

They were still seated at the breakfast-table 
when a knock sounded on the door, which was 
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opened the next moment to give admittance to 
the portly form of Mrs. Beckson the housekeeper, 
who entered, curtseying with profound respect. 

" I am sure, ladies, I am very sorry to intrude 
upon you in the midst of your breakfasts, espe- 
cially being the bearer of unpleasant news, as one 
may say, for of course illness is not pleasant, even 
when relating to a stranger, thank Providence, 
and not a member of the family, but still a 
remarkably civil-spoken and genteel young man, 
who has no doubt seen better days, which is the 
case with so many of us, only it isn't our place 
to rebel against the ways of Providence ; and 
I'm sure. Miss Godwin, and you too, Mrs. 
Melville, ma'am — ^" 

Julia had risen, deathly pale, and trembling 
violently. She did not even make any attempt 
to conceal her agitation. 

" For pity's sake, tell us what is the matter, 
Mrs. Beckson 1" she exclaimed, interrupting the 
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10 RUPERT GODWIN. 

rapid flow of the housekeeper's speech. " Is Mr. 
Wa Is anyone ill?" 

" Yes ; it is Mr. Wilton, miss," answered Mrs. 
Beckson. "And I think I never, in the whole 
course of my life, see anyone in such a raging 
fever." 

Mrs. Melville turned uneasily towards Julia; 
she expected that the girl would faint. But there 
was no weakness in Julia Godwin's nature; she 
had aU a woman's tenderness, but more than a 
woman's courage and endurance. 

She resumed her seat, and betrayed no further 
emotion, except such anxiety as any woman might 
reasonably feel for a person residing beneath her 
father's roof. 

"Have you sent for the doctor, Mrs. Beck- 
son ?" she asked very quietly. 

" O yes, miss ! I sent off immediately. Wil- 
liam Jones, one of the stablemen, has ridden off to 
Hertford as fast as he can gallop; but, go as 
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quick as he may, it must be some time before 
he can get back with Doctor Granger ; and in the 
mean time I've told Thomas to get the poor young 
man into a nice warm bed, and to bathe his 
head with vinegar and water." 

" He is very ill, then ?" said Julia. 

"Awful bad, miss! Since my poor cousin 
Caleb was took with the brain-fever that night 
last June twelvemonth I never see anyone half 
so bad — and this poor young man seems even 
worse than Caleb. When our Thomas went into 
the room this morning he found Mr. Wilton 
sitting at the open window shivering just as if 
he'd shake to pieces, and yet in a burning fever 
all the time. And what's the strangest part of 
the whole business, he was raving about murder, 
and treachery, and stabbing, and such-like, just 
for aU the world like our Caleb." 

" Strange !" murmured Juha. 

It was strange. A kind of horror filled the 
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girl's breast as she thought that this was the 
second person who had been stricken with sudden 
illness — with illness which reduced them from 
sanity to raving madness; and that the minds 
of both should dwell on the same dark and 
hideous subjects. 

"It is enough to make one superstitious/' 
she exclaimed, with a shudder; "it is enough 
to make one believe that there is really some truth 
in the ghastly stories the servants tell of those 
empty rooms in the northern wing." 

That morning was a sad one for Julia God- 
win. She wandered from room to room, trying 
to occupy herself, trying to distract her mind 
from the one subject upon which it unceasingly 
brooded, but trying in vain. 

She could only think of the artist whom she 
knew as Lewis Wilton. He was ill — suffering ; 
in danger, perhaps. 

For the first time she discovered that this 
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man, whom she had sought to benefit from an 
impulse of pure womanly compassion, had now 
become dearer to her than any other creature in 
the universe, except' her father. A blush of 
shame dyed her face as the truth gradually re^ 
vealed itself to her. 

To love one who had never sought her love — 
to love a stranger, whose station was in the eyes 
of the world infinitely beneath her own — a 
stranger with whom she had become acquainted 
under such pecuKar circumstances ! What would 
the world say, should it ever know that Miss 
Godwin's charity had ended by her falling in 
love with the object of her compassion ? 

Then, after some minutes of bitter and humi- 
liating reflection, Julia's mind wandered back to 
those long afternoons in which she had wasted 
hours talking to the artist in the laurel -walk 
or beneath the solemn darkness of the spreading 
cedars. 
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She remembered the low tones of his voice, the 
noble sentiments which had dropped, as if uncon- 
sciously spoken, from his lips. 

" The world might despise him because of his 
poverty," she thought ; " but whatever his present 
position may be, I feel sure that he is a gentleman 
by birth and education." 

There was some comfort in this thought. 
There is no such torture for the heart of a 
proud woman as the idea that she has wasted 
her love upon one who is unworthy of her 
respect. 

" I am not so mean a wretch as to remember 
his poverty," thought Julia. " I know that he 
is noble-minded, generous -hearted, intellectual. 
What more can be needed to render him worthy 
of any woman's affection ?" 

And then Julia Godwin bent her head with a 
modest gesture, and a tender smile illumined her 
countenance, as some good fairy's voice seemed to 
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whisper gently in her ear, "Ah, Julia, and you 
know too that he loves you." 

Even at such a time as this Julia Godwin 
could not repress the thrill of happiness that 
stirred her breast as the conviction that she was 
beloved by the young artist stole gradually upon 
her. But in the next moment the thought of his 
illness sent an icy chill through her heart. He 
was in danger ; he might die. 

Men, as yomig and bright as he, had often 
been snatched suddenly away in the very morning 
of Ufe. He might die. 

Julia threw down the book which she had 
been vainly trying to' read, and went out through 
the French window on to the broad gravel walk 
in front of the house. 

Along this walk the doctor must come. Julia . 
paced slowly up and down, waiting for his coming 
with extreme anxiety. Several times, almost in 
spite of herself, her eyes wandered upwards to the 
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windows of the room in which she knew Lewis 
Wilton must be lying. 

The Venetian shutters were closed ; all was 
still. Mrs. Melville came out of the breakfast- 
room and joined the anxious girl in her promenade 
up and down the gravel walk. 

Her presence tortured Julia, who found her- 
self compelled to reply to all manner of common- 
place observations at a time when her mind was 
distracted by secret anxiety. But the widow was 
not a person to be easily shaken off. She talked 
perpetually, and seemed as if she would not allow 
Julia to escape from her sight. 

At last the doctor's gig drove up to the door 
of the Hall. Julia hurried forward to receive 
him. 

" My dear Mr. Granger," she said, " I wish 
you to tell me the exact truth with regard to the 
patient you are about to visit ; for if there is any 
danger, I must write at once to my father." 
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Her manner was so calm and collected that 
the surgeon was quite unable to guess the real 
state of her feelings. 

" My dear young lady, you are perfectly 
right/' he. replied; "if there is any danger,, it 
will be better for you to write at once to Mr. 
Godwin. In any case, you shall hear the truth 
directly I have seen this young man." 

He entered the house. JuUa remained with- 
out, still accompanied by Mrs. Melville. An agony 
of suspense tortm'ed the proud girl's heart during 
the interval that elapsed before the doctor re- 
turned. 

He was not long absent, yet the time seemed 
intolerably tedious. Every moment Julia fan- 
cied she heard the surgeon's step in the hall; 
every moment she expected liim to emerge from 
the door. 

At last he came. He looked very grave, and 

VOL. III. 
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18 RUPERT GODWIN. 

JuKa could see at the first glance that Mrs. 
Beckson had not exaggerated Lewis Wilton's 
illness. 

" He is very ill?" she said interrogatively. 

"Yes, my dear Miss Godwin; Pm sorry to 
say the case is very serious. It seems to be 
rather a comphcated case. There is rheumatic 
fever, evidently the result of exposure to cold and 
damp; and there seems to be some very great 
disorder of the brain, which must have been 
caused by mental excitement. I cannot imagine 
what has so upset the yoimg man's mind ; but the 
delirium is of an aggravated kind. I am afraid the 
servants must have frightened him with some of 
their stories about the haunted rooms in the 
northern wing, for his ravings all seem to relate 
to some story of a murder in one of the cellars 
under the deserted rooms." 

" That is very strange !" exclaimed Julia. " I 
should have fancied Mr. Wilton was far too 
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highly educated to be affected by any such foolish 
stories." 

'*' There is no accounting for this sort of thing. 
Superstition is not always to be controlled by edu- 
cation." 

" And you think there is danger, and that I 
ought to write to papa ?" 

'^ I do indeed, Miss Godwin." 

" You will require further medical help, per- 
haps," said Julia. " Shall I ask papa to bring a 
physician from London f 

" No, Miss Godwin ; I think there is no ne- 
cessity for that. There is danger ; but the case is 
not beyond the skill of an ordinary practitioner. 
If there should be any change in the aspect of the 
fever, I will ask for aid; as it is, care and watch- 
fulness can alone help our patient." 

" Who is watching him now ?" 

" Mrs. Beckson, and the servant, Thomas Mor- 
rison. He will need very careful watching; for 
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in those fevers in wliich the brain is affected there 
is sometimes danger of the patient doing himself 
some desperate injury. A man has been known 
to cut his throat — to jump out of a window. 
There is always a risk of some terrible catas- 
trophe." 

Julia's face grew ashy white to the veiy lips. 

" For shame, Mr. Granger I" cried Mi's. Mel- 
ville indignantly ; " you have quite unnerved my 
sweetest Julia." 

" Pray pardon me !" exclaimed the penitent 
doctor. "I should have remembered that I was 
talking to a sensitive young lady, and not to a 
brother surgeon. I hope you will forgive me, Miss 
Godwin." 

" You have no need of my forgiveness," JuUa 
answered. . "I asked you to tell me the truth, 
and I am very glad that you have done so. I will 
write to papa immediately." 

She had quite recovered herself by this time, 
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and was able to sj^ak with perfect composiire. 
The surgeon took his leave, after promising to call 
again before dusk. 

Julia despatched a servant to the station at 
Hertford, with a message which was to be tele- 
graphed to Mr. Godwin's London lodgings. 

The telegram was duly deUvered ; and at five 
o'clock that afternoon Kupert Godwin entered his 
daughter's morning-room. 

. " Well, my dearest girl," he exclaimed, " what 
is all this melancholy business? Your artistic 
prot6g6 seized with brain-fever, and you as much 
concerned about the matter as if your pet Skye 
terrier's valuable life was in danger. What is it, 
my darling ?" 

He took his daughter in his arms and em- 
braced her tenderly. 

Infamous as this man's Ufe had been — ^liard, 
cruel, and remorseless though liis nature was, he 
was at least sincere in his love for his beautiful 
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(laughter. And yet it was a selfish afifection, after 
all — such love as a Sultan might feel for his 
favourite slave. She was a part of himself, an 
element of happiness in his life. 

Julia told her father the circumstances of the 
artist's departure from Wilmingdon, and his mys- 
terious return the same evening. She told him 
all that had happened that day, and the opinion 
of the Hertford surgeon. 

"It is such a strange business altogether, 
])apa,^'.she said. "Mr. Granger fancies that Mr. 
Wilton's mind has been affected by some of the 
servants' stories about the northern wing. He 
has done nothing but rave about a murder com- 
mitted in one of the cellars. Papa, papa ! — ^what 
is the matter ?" 

Julia Godwin had ample cause for this excla- 
mation, for the banker had started from her as 
suddenly as if a thunderbolt had fallen between 
him. What bolt from heaven could have been 
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more appalling than the words just uttered by his 
daughter's innocent lips ? 

The father and daughter had been standing 
.together near the open window. The aftemoo^ 
twilight shone full on Eupert Godwin's face. 

When Julia looked at him, she saw that great 
beads of perspiration had started to his forehead. 
His face was livid ; a convulsive trembling shook 
him in every limb. 

" Papa !" cried Julia, " for pity's sake speak to 
me! What is the matter?" 

For some moments Rupert Godwin struggled 
to speak; but his tongue clove to the roof of his 
mouth. 

At last, with a terrible effort he spoke; but 
even then the words had a strange, confused sound, 
like those of a man only just recovering from ja fit. 

" It is nothing," he said, " only a physical 
affection. It is a kind of nervous fit that comes 
upon me suddenly now and then." 
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" But, papa, it is very dreadful. You ought 
to consult a j)liysician." 

" Pshaw, child ! I tell you it is nothing I" ex- 
claimed the hanker impatiently. " I will go up- 
stairs and see this ailing proteg6 of yours." 

There was an attempt at carelessness in the 
tone, but the banker's face had not lost its Uvid 
hue. He hurried from the room, and Juha stood 
in the doorway looking after him, inexpressibly 
shocked and terrified by his manner. 

" Is it really a haimted house?" she thought; 
" and does some dark shadow fall upon every one 
who enters it?" 
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AN ALARMING DISCOVERY. 

Rupert Godwin's livid face was terrible to look 
upon, as he ascended the broad oak staircase that 
summer afternoon ; but by a most powerftd effort 
of his iron will he contrived to control his counte- 
nance and assume a perfectly placid expression by 
the time he reached the end of the long corridor,, 
out of which Lionel Westford's apartments- 
opened. 

He stopped for a few moments outside the 
door of the bedroom, with his hand upon his- 
breast. He was trying to still the tumultuous- 
throbbings of his heart. 

"This man knows my secret," he thought; 
"but how, how has he made the discovery? He 
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— a stranger, utterly uninterested in ferreting 
out the truth? The fiends of hell must have 
meddled in the business. The doors were all 
locked and double-locked in the northern wing; 
it is impossible, therefore — quite impossible, that 
he can have penetrated to the cellar where — " 

Eupert Godwin did not finish the thought. 
He shuddered faintly, as if the end of that un- 
spoken sentence were too hideous to be endured, 
even by his stony nature. 

" He cannot know," thought the banker. " It 
must be some old storj^, which happens by a 
strange chance to be like the ghastly truth." 

His countenance was quite composed by this 
time. For many years, for the larger half of this 
man's lifetime, his face had been seldom other 
than a mask, beneath which he concealed his 
real feelings. 

He entered the sick-chamber. Thomas Mor- 
rison, the footman, was sitting near the window 
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reading a newspaper; Mrs. Beckson was dozing 
in a comfortable arm-chair. The sick man was 
lying on a bed exactly opposite Eupert Godwin, 
as he entered the room. 

Never before had the banker, to his know- 
ledge, seen his daughter's proteg^. Yet that white 
face lying on the pillow seemed strangely familiar 
to him. 

He tried in vain to think when and where he 
had seen a look which was now recalled to him 
by the expression of those pallid features. 

There was something very ghastly in the 
young man's appearance, for his head was bound 
with damp linen cloths, which entirely concealed 
his hair. 

Every now and then that weary head rolled 
restlessly round upon the pillow, and the pale, 
parched lips muttered some indistinct words. 

Mrs. Beckson rose and curtsied respectfully 
to her employer. She offered him the easy-chair. 
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from which she had risen, and the banker seated 
himself by the side of tlie bed. 

"Is your patient still delirious?" he asked 
anxiously. 

" O yes,, sir ; just as bad as ever, as far as that 
goes ; but more quiet like. His raving and going 
on was quite dreadful a few hours ago, but he's 
worn liimself out at last, poor dear young gentle- 
man, and now he's been lying there for an hour 
and more, just as you see, rolling his poor head 
about, and muttering to himself." 

"What is it that he says in his delirium?'^ 
asked the banker. 

His face was almost as fixed as a mask carved 
out of granite while he waited for an answer to 
his question. 

"Always the same thing — always the same 
thing, sir," said the housekeeper. "Something 
about a murder, and blood-stains in the cellars 
under the northern winff." 
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"Have the servants been telling him any 
fooUsh ghost-story?" 

" O no, sir ; that's next to impossible ; for 
there is no story of a murder, nor anything what- 
ever, connected with the cellars. They do say 
the northern wing is haunted ; but the story they 
tell is only about the ghost of a young lady who 
died of a broken heart, on account of her lover 
being killed in the civil wars; and they do say 
she walks in the passages of the northern wing 
every new-year s eve at twelve o'clock precisely." 

" Humph I" muttered the banker ; " there is 
no accounting for the queer ideas that get into 
the brain of a delirious man. I suppose this 
yoimg man has been reading a novel, and has 
mixed up the story with his knowledge of this 
house. He'll have some other fancy to-morrow, 
I daresay. You can leave him for the present, 
Mrs. Beckson; and you too, Morrison. I heard 
the bell ringing for tea in the servants' hall just 
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as I came upstairs. I'll keep watch over your 
invalid." 

"You're very kind, sir; but I'm afraid you'll 
find it dreadfully wearing to hear him going on, 
always the same thing over and over again." 

Lionel Westford turned his head upon the 
pillow, and looked full at the banker, with blood- 
shot and dilated eyes. 

"Rupert Godwin!" he said, in low, distinct 
tones, — " Rupert Godwin — the murderer of — " 

He paused for a moment, and then, with a 
long moan of anguish, he cried : 

"O, it is too hideous — ^too horrible! I can- 
not believe it !" 

"Now, isn't it dreadful to hear him, sir?" ex- 
claimed the housekeeper. "He's been going on 
in that foolish way for the last hour, mixing up 
your name with his mad fancies." 

" Tliere is nothing strange in that," answered 
the banker coolly. " Delirious people always have 
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these absurd fancies. This is not the first case of 
fever that I have seen." 

"And it isn't the first that Tve seen either," 
returned Mrs. Beckson. " There was my cousin, 
Caleb Wildred, who was taken ill last year — ^last 
June twelvemonth; just after that strange gen- 
tleman came to the Hall; the night that Mr. 
Danielson was with you, as you may remember, 
sir. Caleb was just for all the world like this 
young gentleman ; and what's the strangest part 
of the business is, that Caleb said exactly the 
same things. His talk was all about a murder, 
and a body thrown down the steps of one of 
the cellars in the northern wing." 

Once more, as in the drawing-room half an 
hour before, the banker was taken completely 
off his guard ; once again that iron nature was 
shaken; the big drops of perspiration started 
to the livid brow; the strong limbs were seized 
with a sudden trembUng. 
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" Caleb said that ?" he gasped. " Caleb 
Wildred?" 

"Yes, sir; he was always telling the same 
story; his talk was exactly like this gentleman's 
talk — the same words, as far as I can remember." 

" Where is he ? " cried Rupert Godwin. 
" Speak, woman ! — where is he ?" 

He rose as if he would have rushed to find 
the old gardener that very moment; but in the 
next instant he recovered himself, and sat down 
again quietly by the side of the sick-bed. 

"Bah!" he exclaimed; "I was almost be- 
ginning to think that there must be some mean- 
ing in these mad ravings, and that some dark 
deed had really been committed beneath my roof. 
But it is all nonsense. These two men must have 
heard the same story — some lying tradition of the 
past, no doubt. You may go, Mrs. Beckson ; I 
will remain with the invalid for half an hour, 
while you take your tea." 
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The man-servant had akeady departed. Mrs. 
Beckson curtsied^ and retired; but there was a 
puzzled expression on her honest countenance. 
She was surprised and bewildered by the banker's 
unusual conduct. 

For some time after the housekeeper's de- 
parture Rupert Godwin sat quite motionless, 
watching the pallid face of the sick man, and 
listening to those muttered words which were 
every now and then repeated in the same accents : 

" Rupert Godwin — ^the murderer — ^blood-stains 
on the stairs — ^blood in the cellar — cruel — trea- 
cherous 1" 

Always the same words — the same broken 
sentences again and again, again and again. 

The bloodshot eyes gazed at vacancy; but 

there was a fixed look of horror in them, as if 

the eyeballs had been struck with sudden rigidity 

while beholding some hideous sight. 

At last the banker rose fix)m beside the bed, 
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where he had seemed fixed as if by some imholy 
spell. 

Lionel Westf ord's clothes lay on a chair near 
the bed, and on the dressing-table were scattered 
a handkerchief, a bunch of keys, some letters and 
papers which had been taken from his pockets. 

The banker went over to the dressing-table, 
and examined the different objects lying there. 

His hand struck against a hard substance 
lying under a cambric handkerchief. 

He removed the handkerchief, and saw a gold 
locket attached to a chain of soft auburn hair. 
He opened the locket, and a frank manly face 
looked out at him with a confiding smile. 

It was the face of the brave, generous-hearted 
sea-captain, Harley "Westford. 

It was the face of the man whom Rupert 
Godwin had stabbed on the tlu'eshold of the 
cellar-steps. 
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DISCOMFITED. 

For some minutes Eupert Godwin stood with 
the open miniature in his hand, gazing at the 
face of his victim. 

At first a kind of stupor seemed to obscure 
his senses, and he could only stand motionless^ 
staring blankly at that frank handsome counte- 
nance. 

His senses were confused by the suddenness 
of the shock. It was some time before he could 
reason calmly about what had happened. 

How had Harley Westford's miniature come 
to be lying there? How had the sea-captain's 
likeness fallen into the possession of Julia God- 
wm's prot6g6 ? 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



36 RUPERT GODWIN. 

For some little time lie stood with the picture 
still in his hand, wondering at the extraordinary 
chance which had brought it there. Then he 
set to work to examine the letters and papers, 
in the hope that they might give him some clue 
to the mystery. 

The first letter which he took up revealed 
the entire truth. It had been lying seal up- 
wards, or Rupert Godwin could scarcely have 
failed to recognise the handwriting. 

It was the letter addressed to Lionel at the 
post-office, Hertford, under his initials only. It 
was the letter which Clara Westford had written 
to her son, telling him of her meeting with 
Gilbert Thomleigh, and setting him upon the 
track of his missing father. 

Bupert Godwin sank into the nearest chair, 
that terrible letter clenched tightly in his hand. 

*^They are on my track,** he muttered in a 
thick voice, for the muscles of his throat seemed 
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paralysed by agitation; "they are on my track. 
How am I to avoid them f 

He looked towards the bed. Never, perhaps, 
had a darker or more threatening face glowered 
above a helpless and unconscious invalid. 

"Only by wading deeper in crime," he said, 
this time with slow deliberate accents ; " only by 
wading deeper." 

He thrust the letter into his breast-pocket, 
and then sat brooding, with his face hidden in 
liis hands. 

When he at last uncovered it there was a 
strange look of determination in that ashen face. 
He walked to the side of the bed, and stood for 
some moments looking down at the sick man. 

"JH& son!" he muttered; "Aw son! That 

was the likeness which sent a chill through my 

breast. But it is all a mystery still. How did 

he discover the secret of the cellar? Did he 

ome here on puri)ose to find out the truth ? 
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No, that can scarcely be ; for his mother's letter 
is dated only two days -back, and when she wrote 
that letter her suspicions were only just aroused. 
No matter; I dare not bewilder my brain by 
trying to solve these questions. I must act; 
they are on my track, and action alone can 
save me. Shall I fly ? No, not while there is 
one inch of safe ground to fight for, amidst an 
ocean of peril. Flight is the ^ first resource of 
the coward; it is the last hope of the bold 
criminal. This yoimg man knows my secret, 
somehow or other. What matters how, since 
he does know it? He and Caleb Wildred have 
discovered the truth; but as yet they have* not 
denounced me, except in the ravings of de- 
Urium. Their tongues must be stopped." 

The housekeeper returned while Mr. Godwin 
was absorbed in these meditations. 

"You can resume your seat by the side of 
your patient, Mrs. Beckson," he said; "there 
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has been no change. I shall remain at the Hall 
until this young man is out of danger; and I 
shall look into his room now and then, to see 
how he is going on. You need never be sur- 
prised by . my coming. I am a light sleeper, 
and I daresay I shall look in once or twice in 
the course of the night." 

- "I'm sure it's very kind of you, sir, to take 
such an interest in the poor young gentleman." 

" I think it's only natural that I should feel 
an interest in a sick man; common humanity 
demands as much," answered the banker coolly. 
" By the by, you will be watching for a very 
long time. I hope you are wakeful ?" 

" O yes, sir, pretty wakeful." 

"You take something to keep you awake, I 
hope?" 

" Well, sir, thank you, I've just taken a cup 
of strong tea, and I may take another in the 
com'se of the evening." 
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" Tea IS not the thing. You should try 
coffee." 

"Is coffee better than tea, su*?" 

"Infinitely better. I'll send you a strong 
cup of coffee by and by. I always take coffee 
after dinner." 

"To be sure, sir. Well, I will take a cup, 
if you'll be so very kind as to send it." 

Tlie banker went to his room, changed his 
(b'ess, which was dusty with travelling, and 
bathed his head and face in cold water. 

Tlien he descended to the dining-room, where 
he found Julia waiting for him. 

He dined with his daughter and her duenna. 
Juha was too entirely preoccupied by her own 
emotion to perceive the silence of her father; it 
seemed only natural to her that an au* of gloom 
should pervade everything, while the man she 
loved lay suffering upstairs. But Mrs. Melville 
remarked the banker's abstracted manner, and 
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wondered at it ; she thought that he had perhaps 
discovered the secret of liis daughter's affection 
for a penniless stranger. 

After dinner, the ladies retired to the drawing- 
room, while Kupert Godwin remained seated at 
the foot of the long dinner-table. 

Here his coffee was brought to him, about 
twenty minutes after the ladies had left him. The 
servant placed the salver by his master's side and 
immediately quitted the room. The coffee was 
sened in a small antique silver coffee-pot. There 
was only one cup and saucer, of Sfe^Tes china, on 
the salver. Kupert Godwin rang the bell, and 
told the servant to bring a second cup and saucer. 

"I want a cup of my own coffee to be taken to 
Mrs. Beckson," he said. "Strong coffee is the 
best thing in the world to keep anyone awake." 

But when the man returned with the cup and 
saucer, Mr. Godwin said : 

"You need not wait. I wiU take the coffee 
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myself to Mrs. Beckson. I am going to the sick- 
room." 

It seemed strange that so proud a man as 
Rupert Godwin should trouble himself to take a 
cup of coffee to his housekeeper, and the man- 
ijei'vant thought as much. 

He might, perhaps, have thought Rupert God- 
win's conduct stranger still, had he seen him take 
a small vial from his waistcoat-pocket, and pour 
about a teaspoonf ul of a thick dark fluid into one 
of the coffee-cups. 

That little vial was one which the banker had 
taken from his dressing-case before descending to 
the dining-room that evening. The dark fluid 
was opium. 

The coffee, made as strong as a Turkish po- 
tentate might have taken it, and very much 
sweetened, almost entirely disguised the bitter 
flavour of the opiimi. The banker tasted half a 
spoonful of the mixture. 



Digitized 



by Google 



DISCOMFITED. 43 

"No," he muttered; "I don't think I^Irs. Beck- 
son will discover anything queer in the taste of 
that coffee." 

He took the cup and saucer, and carried them 
to the sick-room. 

" There, my good Beckson," he said, " I don't 
think you are very likely to fall asleep after taking 
this." 

He handed her the coffee. The old woman 
had heen nodding and bHnking in her easy-chair 
when he entered the room, but she opened her eyes 
and endeavoured to appear very wakeful, as she 
took the cup of coffee from her master's hand. 
Kupert Godwin left her, and retm'ned to the 
lower part of the house. His private apartment,' 
the room specially sacred to him, was the library. 
It was there that he kept the keys of the northern 
wing in a small iron safe, the key of which he 
carried always in his pocket. 

Tlie keys of the doors in the northern wing 
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could only be obtained, therefore, by the breaking 
open of this small iron safe, or the use of a false 
key. 

But the locks were not of a kind to be easily 
opened by a false key. It was, indeed, supposed to 
be quite impossible for any false key to open them. 

The banker examined the safe. The keys of 
the northern wing hung in their usual place ; the 
dust which had accumulated during the last 
twelvemonth was thick upon them. 

Rupert Godwin was utterly unable to under- 
stand Lionel Westford's discovery of his crime. 

^^ How did he find out my ghastly secret ?" he 
thought. "By what devilrj^ did he stumble upon 
the truth?" 

The banker dared not dwell upon this ques- 
tion. His brain, even his clear and powerful in- 
tellect, seemed to grow dull and confused, as he 
tried to solve the dark riddle. 

He went to the drawing-room, where Mrs. 
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Melville and Julia were seated. The widow was 
occupied, as usual, with the embroidery-frame. 
Miss Godwin was sitting with an open book before 
her — a book whose pages might quite as well have 
been blank paper. 

"Julia," said the banker, "I feel tired after 
my journey down here, and considerably upset by 
this vexatious affair of your prot6g6's illness. I 
shall go to bed at once, and I should advise you to 
retire early ; for you too have been worried by this 
affair." 

" Yes, papa," answered Julia, without looking 
up from her book ; " I shall go to bed very early." 

" Good-night, my love." 

" Good-night, dear papa." 

Julia rose from her seat, and the banker pressed 
his lips to her forehead. He wished Mrs. Melville 
good-night, and then left the room. 

In less than ten minutes afterwards Julm flung 
down her book with a weary sigh. 
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" I am very tired," she said. " Good-night, 
dear Mrs. Melville." 

" Good-night, sweet cliild. You are pale, my 
love ; this tiresome business has quite upset you." 

Julia was glad to escape from the widow's 
sjTnpathy. She retired to her own apartments, 
which were at some distance from the rooms occu- 
pied by Lionel Westford. 

She dismissed her maid, and exchanged her 
silk dress for a loose white dressing-gown. In 
spite of what she had said to Mrs. Melville, she 
had no inclination for sleep ; on the contrary, she 
felt more than usually wakeful. Every nerve was 
strung to its utmost tension — all her senses seemed 
intensified. 

She went to the window and flung it open; 
but even, the, chilly night air failed to cool her 
burning brow. The anxiety of the day, th^ 
emotions which she had been compelled to repress, 
had aflected her very acutely. Now that she was 
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alone, free to give way to her agitation, she leant 
her head against the sash of the window, and 
sobbed convulsively. 

" I love him so dearly," she murmnred ; " and 
yet I cannot save him from suffering. I dare not 
even inquire whether he is better or worse." 

For a long time JuUa stood at the open 
window, gazing out into the obscurity of the 
summer night. 

Then she seated herself near a pretty little 
reading-table loaded with new books, and tried 
to read. 

She sat for more than an hour with a volume 
in her hand. Her eyes travelled along the lines, 
her hand turned the leaves, but she paid little 
attention to the contents of the book. Her mind 
dwelt perpetually upon Lionel's danger. She 
remembered what the doctor had said about his 
deUrium. If he wore not watched, he might do 
some desperate act ; in fevers such as his, men had 
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been known to commit suicide. No words can 
express the horror with which this idea inspired 
Iler. 

In the loneliness and silence of the night this 
feeUng of horror increased every moment. 

What if those who watched the sick man 
should fail in their watchfulness? Mrs. Beckson 
was an old woman, and so not unlikely to give way 
to drowsiness. Thomas Morrison might desert his 
post. 

The clock on the mantelpiece struck eleven — 
half-past eleven — then twelve ; and still Julia sat 
brooding over this one agonising fear. 

The sick man's attendants would neglect him, 
to the peril of his life. 

Hideous images arose before her. She saw 
Lionel blood-stained, dying, with a ghastly wound 
across his throat. Every moment she expected to 
hear a maniac shriek ring through the silent 
house. 
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At last the agony of this one thought became 
almost too intense for endurance. Julia flung 
aside her book, and began to pace up and down* 
the room. 

Bj this time it was a quarter-past twelve. 

" I will not endure this suspense any longer/* 
Julia exclaimed at last. " At any hazard, I vrill 
know if he is safe. One peep into his room will 
tell me if Mrs. Beckson is awake. If I only know 
that he is carefully watched, I can resign myself to 
the knowledge of his suffering.** 

She opened the door and looked out into the 
corridor. All was dark and silent. There could 
be little doubt that the whole household was sleep- 
ing, except the two servants who watched the sick 
man. 

Julia wrapped a dark shawl about her head 
and shoulders, and then, vrith light and cautious 
footsteps, crept along the corridor. 

She opened the door of Lionel's ajjartment. 

VOL. III. E 
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The handle turned almost noiselessly in her 
cautious hand. She looked into the room, and 
one glance told her that her anxious fears had not 
been groundless. 

Mrs. Beckson's head lay back upon the 
cushions of her easy-chair, and her heavy breath- 
ing was that of a person in a profound slumber. 

There was no other attendant in the room. 

The invalid was asleep. He lay quite motion- 
less, his pale face turned towards the door by 
which Julia had entered. The voluminous chintz 
curtains were drawn on the other side of the old- 
fashioned four-post bedstead. ^ 

Julia advanced into the room with the in- 
tention of awakening Mrs. Beckson ; but just as 
she was approaching the housekeeper's chair, 
she was startled by the sound of footsteps in the 
corridor. 

Her first impulse was to hide. She dreaded 
the discovery of her visit to the sick-chamber, 
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since that discovery must betray an unusual 
anxiety for Lionel's welfare. 

She obeyed that first impulse, for there was no 
time for reflection. She crept swiftly past the bed 
round to the other side, where she could be most 
comipletely concealed by the cmlains. 

From between a very narrow opening in these 
curtains she was able to see everything that hap- 
pened in the room. 

The footsteps in the corridor drew nearer. 
They were those of a man. Presently the door 
was cautiously opened, and Rupert Godwin en- 
tered the room. 

Julia was not very much surprised at this late 
visit of her father to the sick-chamber. What 
more natural than that he should be anxious about 
the young man who was a dweller beneath his 
roof? 

She fancied that he would at once awaken the 
housekeeper, and that he would be very angry 
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with her for having fallen asleep during the hours 
of her watch. 

But to JuUa's surprise the banker made no 
attempt to arouse Mrs. Beckson. He walked past 
her with no further notice than one sharp scruti- 
nising glance, and bent with a thoughtful face 
over the bed. 

From between the curtains Julia watched her 
father's face. There was something in the ex- 
pression of that familiar face which chilled her 
heart, and inspired her "with a sudden terror — 
a terror whose nature she could not define. 

Kupert Godwin held a candle in his hand, 
and the Ught of it shone full upon his gloomy 
countenance. Julia stood motionless, almost 
breathless, gazing at him from her hiding-place 
behind the curtains. Presently he passed the 
flame of the candle slowly backwards and forwards 
before the eyes of the sleeper. 

Lionel Westford's eyelids never stirred. 
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Then the banker turned towards Mrs. Beck- 
son, and watched her intently for some moments. 

No words could express Julia's astonishment 
at her father's conduct; she was paralysed by 
that shapeless fear which had taken possession of 
her mind as she saw him bending over the sick 
man. 

Presently he approached the table, upon wliich 
the patient's medicine-bottles had been placed. 
There were two bottles, one large and half empty, 
the other smaller and nearly full. 

The banker lifted the small bottle and looked 
at it. Then he removed the cork and smelt the 
mixture. It was a saline draught to be taken 
the first thing in the morning, and it was colom*- 
less as water. Eupert Godwin took a tiny vial 
from his waistcoat-pocket — so tiny, that JuUa 
could only just distinguish what it was, as the 
banker held it between his finger and thumb. 
He withdrew the cork with his teeth, for his 
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left hand was occupied with the medicine- 
bottle. ^ 

Then, slowly and deliberately, he poured se- 
veral drops of some colourless fluid from the tiny 
\ial into the larger bottle containing the draught. 
He replaced the medicine-bottle in the precise 
spot from which he had taken it, looked once more 
at each of the sleepers, and then crept stealthily 
from the room. 

Whatever purpose had brought him thither 
had been achieved. Could Julia doubt that it 
was a dark and dreadful one ? 

She shivered as if stricken by an ague fit, and 
there was a sickness worse than death at her 
heart. She loved her father so dearly ; could she 
believe him to be — 

What ? A midnight poisoner ? 

His actions pointed to this hideous conclusion. 
"What motive but the deadliest of all motives 
could have brought him to that room, in the still- 
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ness of the night, to tamper with the sick man's 
medicine ? 

"It cannot be!" thought the horror-stricken 
girl. " I must be mad, or dreaming. That which 
I have seen cannot be real. It cannot be !" 

She clasped her hands tightly upon her fore- 
head. She was trying to collect her scattered 
senses. 

" O God, it is too real," she murmured, " too 
real!" 

Her father's face had revealed more than even 
his actions. There was no evidence that the 
liquid he had dropped into the sick man's medi- 
cine was poisonous in its nature ; but his face had 
been the face of an assassin. 

" O Heaven !" thought Julia; " I have heard 
of people becoming suddenly mad, and being 
tempted by some diabolical suggestion to the com- 
mission of a deadly crime. Surely it must be 
thus with my father." 
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The wretched gu:l clung to this belief as to 
one faint ray of hope. It was better to think 
that her father was a madman, a hapless dis- 
traught creature, possessed by the devil, than that 
he was a deliberate and cold-blooded assassin. 

Slowly and stealthily Julia crept from her 
hiding-place and advanced to the little table upon 
which the medicine-bottles stood. She looked at 
the housekeeper, fearing every moment that she 
might awake ; but the old woman slept on in a 
heavy slumber, induced by the drugged cofifee. 

Julia took the medicine-bottle in her hand, 
and looked anxiously round the room. 

She was looking for an empty bottle. 

Presently she perceived one standing on a 
corner of the mantelpiece. Into this she poured 
the contents of the vial which her father had 
tampered with. 

She then filled the vial with pure water 
from the water-bottle on the wash-hand stand. 
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The poisoned medicine she carried away with 
her, departing as noiselessly as she had come, after 
one last anxious glance at the two sleepers. 

Throughout the remainder of that wretched 
night Julia Godwin sat at her window, staring 
vacantly out at the starlit heavens. 

She saw those stars fade slowly in the chill 
morning light ; but still she sat motionless, like a 
creature whom some great horror had changed 
into stone. Yet in all this long agony her senses 
did not fail her. 

At seven o'clock she went to her dressing- 
room, after disarranging the coverings of her bed, 
so that her maid might not discover that she had 
been up all night. She locked the bottle con- 
taining the medicine in a desk in her dressing- 
room, and then commenced a careful toilette. 

At half-past seven her maid came to her, and 
found her very nearly dressed. 

" I was a Uttle earlier than usual this morning, 
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Mitford, but you are just in time to do my hair,"^ 
Jvlit said very calmly; "have you heard how 
Mr. Wilton is goii^g on this morning?" 

" Yes, miss. He is pretty much the same, I 
hear ; still delirious, but a good deal quieter. 
Poor Mrs. Beckson's quite upset, I hear, this 
morning. She fell asleep, poor old soul, and 
slept all night, and woke this morning with a 
dreadful headache, and quite put out to find that 
she had been asleep so long. However, luckily 
her patient seemed to have been very quiet, so 
there was no harm done." 

Julia Godwin shuddered as she thought of 
the harm that might have been done during the 
watcher's slumber, if Providence had not inter- 
posed to shield the banker's intended victim. 

When the bell rang for breakfast she went 
down to the dining-room. Surely her father 
would not be there; or, if he were there, his 
manner would reveal the frenzy of a distraught 
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brain. But, to her utter bewilderment, she saw 
him, calm and self-possessed, seated at the head 
of the breakfast-table, with an open Bible under 
his hands. 

Yes ; it was unspeakably horrible. This man, 
this midnight poisoner, was about to read the 
Gospel to his assembled household ! 

It was a rule with Eupert Godwin to read 
morning prayers to his family and servants when- 
ever he slept at his country-house. Whatever 
his hfe might be in London, in Hertfordshire 
his habits were those of extreme respectability. 

Julia watclied him mth dilated eyes as he 
read. Presently he began prayers. The servants 
knelt ; the master also sank upon his knees. 

The proud girl's noble spirit revolted against 
this hideous hypocrisy. She rose from her seat 
and walked to one of the windows, where she 
remained looking out at the garden, while her 
father read the morning prayer, in which he be- 
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sought the grace of Heaven for that kneeling 
household, and implored the Divine guidance 
for all the actions of his life. Even as he read 
Rupert Godwin perceived the figure of his daugh- 
ter standing by the open window, and was not 
a little disturbed by her unusual conduct. 

Presently, when the servants had risen from 
their knees and left the room, Mr. Godwin went 
to the window where Julia stood. 

" Why did you not join in our prayers just 
now?" he asked, looking at her with concealed 
terror. 

She turned her face towards him. It was 
deadly pale, and the dark eyes fixed themselves 
upon the banker's countenance with a strange 
earnestness. 

"I could not kneel and pray this morning," 
she said in tremulous accents. " I could not ask 
for Heaven's blessing on this household, or on 

-you." 
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She looked at him intently as she pronounced 
that last word. His face grew livid ; but he was 
able to conquer all other evidences of his agita- 
tion. 

"Why not, Julia?" he asked coldly. 

"O, my unhappy father, cannot you guess 
the reason ?" cried the wretched girl in an out- 
burst of passionate grief. 

The banker looked at her with a scowl upon 
his face. 

"Are you mad, Julia?" he exclaimed. " What, 
in the name of all that is ridiculous, has inspired 
you with this folly ? I have a peculiar aversion 
to anything in the way of heroics. What is the 
meaning of these tragic airs ?" 

" O, father, father !" she cried, suddenly 
bursting into tears, "Heaven grant that I have 
wronged you !" 

She rushed from the room before Rupert 
Godwin could question her further. A hun- 
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dred conflicting feelings tortured her breast, but 
amidst them all there still lingered one ray of 
hope. 

Her father might be guiltless of the poisoner's 
dark intent. She could not believe that the 
parent she loved so dearly was the worst and 
vilest of earth's creatures. 

"It is too horrible — ^too horrible!" she mur- 
mured, when she had reached the shelter of her 
own apartment and flung herself upon the bed, 
hiding her pale face in her clasped hands. " It 
is too bitter a blow, too cruel, to be forced to hate 
the father I have loved so dearly. To hate him 1 
The father I have been so proud of — ^from whom 
I have never known anything but love and indul- 
gence. And yet, can I do otherwise than hate 
him, if he is what he seemed to be last night? A 
murderer — and the vilest of murderers — the 
iSecret assassin, who carries death to the un- 
conscious sleeper!" 
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She brooded on the scene of last night until 
her brain grew dizzy with the violent strain that 
was made upon it. Why should her father 
attempt the life of Lewis Wilton — ^the penniless 
•obscure artist ? What motive could have induced 
him to injure this stranger, whom accident only 
had thrown across his path? No — ^an attempt 
so purposeless could only be the murderous freak 
of a madman. Or was it not possible that Julia 
had been mistaken in the import of the scene she 
had witnessed, and that the liquid added to the 
medicine was harmless — some experimental remedy 
which Mr. Godwin chose to administer in secret, 
rather than encounter the opposition of a medical 
practitioner, or the prejudices of an ignorant 
nurse? 

No words can depict the agony of this un- 
happy girl. Noble and pure of heart, she could 
but detest guilt and treachery. Yet she was 
devoted to her father; and her breast was tor- 
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tured by the thought of his peril, should his guilty 
attempt become known to the world. 

"I will ascertain the truth," she thought; 
"come what may, I will discover the nature of 
the liquid which he mingled with the sleeper's 
medicine. If it should be something harmless 
after all, O, what happiness! — what a blessed 
relief from tliis unendurable agony of mind I 
And yet, can I hope it? — can I forget my father's 
face as he looked at me to-day — so dark, so livid, 
so like the countenance of a murderer ?" 

While Julia abandoned herself to her sorrow, 
the banker paced the breakfast-room, tormented 
by horrible fears — fears which until lately had 
been almost strangers in his breast. His daugh- 
ter's conduct had affected him more acutely than 
anything that had happened to him for a long 
time. 

Could she suspect ? No, it was impossible. 
Elsewhere suspicion might arise, but not here — not 
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in her mind* Slie is as innocent and confiding as 
a child. 

He thought over the events of the previous 
night, and he could perceive no flaw, no blemish, 
in his deadly work ; all had been planned so care- 
fully, all had been executed so successfully, and 
at an hour when Julia must naturally have been 
asleep in her own room. 

It was impossible that she could know any- 
thing. 

" I understand it all," thought the banker. 
^' She is in love with this Lionel, and he has 
revealed his real name to her, and has told her 
the story of his mother's wrongs." 

Eeassured a little by this thought, Rupert 
Godwin paced his room with a quick nervous 
step, listening for the opening of the door. He 
was waiting for the coming of the person who 
should announce to him the death of Lionel 
Westford. 

VOL. III. F 
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But the door was not opened ; no one came. 
Breakfast remained untouched upon the table; 
where the richly-painted Worcester china, the 
antique silver dishes, the mellow brown of a 
ponderous ham, the golden tints of a raised pie 
decorated in alto relievo by some Benvenuto Cel- 
lini of pastrycooks, would have made a study for 
a painter of still life. 

The poor envy the rich sometimes, and it is 
only natural that the penniless should murmur 
complainingly against the waste and luxury of a 
millionaire's household, and be rather slow to 
recognise the harmony of a universe in which 
one man has half-a-dozen country-seats, a shoot- 
ing-box in the Highlands and a house in Park- 
lane, while another man's children look at him 
with wan haggard faces as he sits moaning with 
his gaunt elbows on his bony knees — out of work ! 
Yet if the veriest pauper in all England could 
have looked into that splendid room and watched 
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the dark face of Eupert Godwin, he wotdd have 
hugged himself in his rags as he contemplated 
the misery of a bad man surrounded by the luxury- 
of a prince. 

No one came to speak the slow solemn words 
that tell of death; and yet the time had long 
passed at which Lionel Westford should have 
taken his medicine. 

Again and again Eupert Godwin had looked 
at his watch. At last he could endure the sus- 
pense no longer. He left the breakfast-room, and 
went straight to Lionel's apartment. 

He expected to behold the face of the dead, 
still and shadowy in a shrouded chamber. But 
the chambei: was not darkened; the windows had 
been opened, and the balmy morning air blew into 
the room. Lionel was lying with his eyes fixed 
upon the door. He raised himself in the bed as 
Eupert Qt)dwin entered, and fixed those wild 
bloodshot eyes upon the banker. 



Digitized 



by Google 



68 KUPBRT GODWIN. 

^^ My father's murderer !" he cried, pointing to 
the advancing figure. *^ Don't you see him? Will 
no one seize him? will no one hold him for me? 
My father's murderer, Eupert Godwin !" 

Mrs. Beckson was seated by the bedside. She 
had taken a cup of strong tea, and had recovered 
in some measure from the effects of the opiate 
given her by the banker, though her head ached, 
and she felt a sensation of drowsiness that was very 
difficult to shake off. 

Nothing could exceed Eupert Godwin's bewil- 
derment when he found his intended victim still 
living, still vigorous, still able to proclaim his 
guilt. 

He looked at the bottles on the table near the 
bed. 

The bottle which he had tampered with was 
empty. 

^^Who gave the invalid his medicine?" he 
asked. 
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" I did, sir," answered Mrs. Beckson. 

« He took it quietly?" 

" O yes, sir. Though he does rave and go on 
so at times, he always takes his medicine quietly 
enough." 

" There was none spilt, then I" 

" Not a drop, sir." 

The banker looked at his housekeeper very 
intently. It was evident that she was speaking 
the truth. 

No suspicion had as yet entered her mind. 
Here, at least, there was safety. 

But how was it, then, that the poison had 
failed in its effect? It was not a poison likely to 
faiL Rupert Godwin had laid his plans deU- 
berately, and was not a man to make any mistake 
in a deadly business like this. 

He left the' room. He dared not remaui 
longer in that apartment to be denounced as a 
murderer. 
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At present that denunciation was only re- 
garded as the senseless raving of delirium. What 
if those who watched the invalid should come 
by and by to believe in it — to search, to inves- 
tigate ? It was all one dark labyrinth of horror. 
Rupert Godwin felt as if a network had been 
closing roimd him, slowly but surely — a fatal 
web, from which escape would ere long be im- 
possible. 

" I must remove this man somehow," he 
thought, as he went back to his own room. " The 
poison has failed, and I must try some other 
means, less deadly, less dangerous, but as certain. 
I think I know of a plan by which Lionel West- 
ford's lips may be as surely closed as if he slept the 
cold slumber of the dead." 
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PUT TO THE TEST. 



The doctor from Hertford came at noon to see 
his patient. As he left the sick-chamber he was 
met by Julia, who had been watching for him at 
the door of her own apartment. 

She beckoned tha surgeon into her pretty sit- 
ting-room. A small portable easel was arranged 
upon the table, with an open colour-box, a palette, 
and a sheaf of brushes. It seemed as if Julia had 
been painting. 

Amongst the colours and brushes there was a 
little medicine vial, filled with a colourless liquid, 
but bearing no label whatever. 

" Good-morning, Mr. Grainger," said Julia. 
" How is your patient ?" 
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She was quite calm^ although still very pale ; 
and she asked the question in a quiet tone that 
betrayed no emotion except a natural interest in 
the invalid. 

The surgeon shrugged his shoulders. 

" I cannot say that there is much change/' he 
said, "either for better or worse. It is a very pecu- 
liar case, Miss Godwin — a case in which the mind 
seems more affected than the body. I am about 
to speak to your father on the subject, and I shall 
propose calling in further medical aid. I must 
confess that the case is somewhat beyond me, the 
mind is so very strangely affected. One rooted 
idea seems to have taken firm possession of the 
brain." 

" And that idea is—" 

" A very horrible one. Miss Godwin, — some- 
thing about murder and treacherj^; and unfor- 
tunately my patient has taken it into his head to 
mix your father^s name with all his wild talk. 
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There is no accounting for these delirious fancies^ 
Good-moming." 

" Stay, Mr. Granger," exclaimed Julia. " I 
want to ask your advice about something." 

" And I shall be most happy to give it." 

" It is a very trivial subject. When I was in 
town some weeks ago, I was recommended a wash 
to mix with my colours for painting. It is a mix- 
ture intended to brighten the tints, I believe; but 
the shopkeeper who recommended it told me that 
I must be very careful how I use it, as it is of a 
poisonous nature. I am so foolish as to be almost 
a&aid to use the wash at all after having heard 
this, and I should be very- glad if you would tell 
me whether it really is poisonous." 

Julia Godwin placed the medicine vial in the 
surgeon's hand. He removed the cork and smelt 
the Uquid. 

" Poisonous I" he exclaimed ; "I should think 
it was poisonous indeed ! Why, my dear young 
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lady, do you know that there is. a considerable ad- 
mixture of prussic acid in this fine wash of yours ? 
Upon my word, people have no right to sell such 
stuff, even if it does give brilliancy to the water- 
colours, which I can scarcely believe." 

Julia's pale face grew white to the very 
lips. 

" There is prussic acid in it, then ?" she said. 

" Most decidedly, my dear Miss Godwin ; but 
there is no occasion for so much alarm. So long 
as you do not let any of this liquid approach your 
lips there is no possible danger." 

" And if — if an accident were to happen — if 
any one were to drink that stuff?" 

The surgeon smiled. 

" Well, my dear young lady, that imprudent 
person would not live to drink anything else. But 
I will take the bottle home and analyse its con- 
tents, if you like." 

" O, no I" exclaimed Julia, taking the bottle 
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hastily from his hand, ^ not on any account ; there 
is no occasion." 

" I should recommend you to throw the stuff 
away." 

Julia went to one of the windows, and poured 
the contents of the bottle upon the mould of a 
box of flowers in her balcony. 

" You are satisfied now ?" she said, with a 
smile. 

Heaven knows how difficult it was for her to 
assume that careless manner, that smiling coun- 
tenance. 

" Quite satisfied," answered the surgeon. 
" Good-morning." 

He left the room, closing the door after him. 
In the next moment Julia flung herself on. her 
knees, her hands clasped above her head, her tear- 
less eyes raised piteously to Heaven. 

" O God of mercy, have compassion on my 
misery !" she cried ; *' for now I know the worst. 
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My father is a villain and a murderer ! 1 under- 
stand all now — ^that delirious raving about murder 
and treachery ; those wild accusations which mys- 
tify the watchers in the sick-room : I imderstand 
all now. Beneath them there is hidden some fear- 
ful story, and it is to seal for ever the lips of his 
accuser that my father would have committed a 
mitfder." 
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Rri)ING TO HER DOOM. 

Esther Vanberg's prophecy respecting the wea- 
ther was fully reaUsed. The sun shone with 
iinnsiial and most un-English splendour upon that 
morning on which she had arranged to ride Devils- 
hoof for the first time. 

In spite of the pain and terror with which her 
hardihood inspired him, Esther's devoted adorer 
presented himself in her drawing-room as the 
hands of the Sevres timepiece indicated the ap» 
pointed moment. 

The Duke was pale and anxious-looking. He 
could not forget Lord Wallace's warning with 
respect to the thoroughbred himter. But the 
Jewess was almost as radiant as the summer sun- 
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light which was shining into her tiny conservatory* 
She was walking up and down the room in high 
spirits, singing a gay little Swiss ballad, and slash- 
ing the trailing skirt of her riding-habit with a 
turquoise-handled whip. 

She looked superb in her equestrian costume. 
The closely-fitting habit revealed the outline of 
her graceful figure. A tiny turban hat, adorned 
with a peacock's breast of shining green and 
purple, was perched coquettishly upon her queen- 
like head. Tlie blue-black hair was coiled in a 
tight mass of plaits at the back of this regal head, 
and secured by a small golden comb. Her head- 
gear might very easily have been in better taste, 
but it certainly could not have been more becom- 
ing, and it was. the becoming rather than the 
correct which the strong-minded Miss Vanberg 
affected. 

"Esther," cried the Duke of Harlingford, "you 
look positively adorable !" 
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"I am always adorable," answered the Jewess 
gaily, "when I happen to be in a good temper,, 
which perhaps is not very often. But to-day I 
am bent upon enjoying myself. You must give me 
a superb luncheon at the Star and Garter, Har- 
lingford. This is the very weather for whitebait 
and moselle. If I were a person of fortune, I 
would have iced moselle laid on all over my house^ 
like the water-service, and a cistern of Badminton 
on the roof. O, how I long for a canter over the 
greensward of Richmond Park ! Devilshoof has 
been saddled for the last ten minutes. Look 
at him! — did you ever see a greater beauty?'* 
exclaimed Esther, pointing to the open win- 
dow. 

The young Duke looked out, and in the street 
below he saw the thoroughbred chestnut in charge 
of a groom, who seemed to have some little dijfi- 
culty in keeping the animal quiet. 

Certainly, the horse was a superb creature; 
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but as certainly lie was an animal that few women 
would have cared to ride. 

"How do you like his looks?" asked the 
Jewess. 

^* Not at all," answered the Duke gravely. 

Then, after a pause, he said earnestly : 

"Esther, I have some little claim upon yom* 
affection. You know how devotedly I have loved 
you. You know that I am even ready to break 
with all my family for your sake — to snap my 
fingers at the prejudices of the world in which I 
live, in order that I may make you my wife. You 
know this, Esther ! I do not boast of my love, or 
make any merit of my devotion ; for I am so weak 
where you are concerned that I cannot help loving 
you, in spite of my better reason. I never refused 
to gratify any whim of yours; and I have not 
received much kindness in return for my obedi- 
ence to your fancies. For the first time in my 
life I ask you a favour. Do not ride that horse." 
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There was a teiader earnestness in the Duke's 
tone that for a moment ahnost melted the stub- 
bom heart of Esther Vanberg; but in the next 
instant she drew herself up proudly, and met her 
lover's entreating look with a defiant smile. 

"My dear Harlingford/' she said, "I think I 
must have the blood of a warrior in my veins, for 
I have a horror of showing the white feather. I 
have set my heart upon proving the folly of Lord 
Bothwell Wallace's warning. Come, Devilshoof 
is getting impatient." 

"Very well, Esther," the young nobleman 
replied sadly; "I have been refused the first and 
the last favour that I shall ever ask at your 
hands." 

The Jewess turned to look at him wonder- 
ingly. 

"You are offended with me, Harlingford ?" 

she said. 

"No, Esther; only grieved." 

VOL. III. G 
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No more was said until the Jewess and her 
companion were mounted. They rode through 
the Park to the Kensington-road, crossed Ham- 
mersmith - hridge, and went through Barnes. 
Devilshoof seemed quiet and tractable enough 
under the Kght hand of his new mistress; and, 
after watching the animal intently for some little 
time, the Duke began to recover his spirits. Per- 
haps, after all, Bothwell Wallace had been mis- 
taken about the horse. 

Esther was in her gayest humour, and at such 
a time the brilUant Jewess could be marvellously 
fascinating. She talked a good deal of nonsense, 
perhaps ; but what is more deUghtf ul than non- 
sense from the lips of a beautifiil woman who is 
not quite a fool? The Duke forgot all his fears, 
bewitched and dehghted by his companion's viva- 
city. 

They rode thus gaily onward to Richmond. 
During the whole of the journey Devilshoof had 
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behaved splendidly, and Esther was loud in her 
praises of him. 

At the Star and Garter they dismounted, and 
left their horses to be refreshed under the watch- 
ful care of Esther's groom. An obsequious at- 
tendant ushered the young nobleman and his 
lovely companion into one of the pretty little gar-r 
den rooms, which the ruthless hand of that seven- 
league-booted giant. Limited Liability, has swept 
off the face of the earth. The Duke ordered the 
whitebait and moselle which his idol affected, with 
such accompanying delicacies as the taste of an 
accomplished German waiter might suggest. 

•" Pray let the luncheon be served quickly,'* 
Esther exclaimed, as she removed her hat, and 
threw aside her whip and gloves. "I am longing 
for that canter in the Park, Harlingford. I sup-t 
pose you are reconciled to Devilshoof now?" 

" Well, darlhig, I begin to think that Wallace 
must have exaggerated his vices. But I shall 
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never feel easy while you insist on riding him. 
However, perhaps when you have sustained your 
reputation for pluck by a canter or two, you'll let 
me send the brute down to Leicestershire." 

The luncheon was served very speedily. The 
Duke of Harlingford was well known at the Star 
and Garter, and swift are the feet and dexterous 
are the hands which perform the bidding of a 
ducal guest. 

The cook had done his best, the perfume of the 
moselle was delicious, and the Jewess drank se- 
veral glasses of the sparkling beverage. 

" Here is to the health of my glorious hunter, 
Devilshoof !" she said gaily, lifting the glass above 
her head. 

Never had the Duke beheld her so bewitching. 
He was fascinated by her — intoxicated far more 
by the splendour of her dark eyes than by the pale 
ambrosia of Ehineland. 

It was nearly four o'clock when Miss Vanberg 
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rose from the table, and adjusted her coquettish 
little hat before the glass over the mantelpiece. 
Four o'clock, and a radiant summer afternoon. 
Richmond Hill was looking its gayest as the Duke 
and his companion mounted their horses before 
the portico of the Star and Garter. Carriages 
were passing to and fro ; loungers were strolling 
^n the broad terrace ; dinner-eaters were beginning 
to arrive at the hotel ; and in the distance a band 
was playing a Grerman waltz, whose pensive strain 
mingled with the shrill happy voices of little 
<;hildren playing under the elms. 

" I never felt in higher spirits," cried Esther, 
as she sprang lightly into the saddle. " Come,, 
Vincent, now for our gallop in the Park 1" 

As she lifted her habit, and put her little foot 
into the groom's hand before mounting her horse, 
the l)uke perceived for the first time a slender 
steel spur glittering at the heel of her patent- 
leather boot. When she had adjusted herself in 
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the saddle he turned to her with an anxious face. 
"Good heavens, Esther!" he exclaimed, as they 
rode away from the hotel, "you surely cannot 
be so mad as to intend using a spur with that 
horse?" 

" And why should I not, you most fidgety 
man ?" asked the Jewess, with a saucy laugh. 

" Because, if there is any truth in what Wal- 
lace says, the animal has a devil of a temper, and 
a touch from a spur may send him half mad. 
For mercy's sake, Esther, be prudent !" 

^^ Bah !" cried the haughty girl, with a con- 
temptuous shrug of her shoulders ; " one would 
think I was some school-girl who had only had 
half-a-dozen lessons in a riding-school. You for- 
get that I have hunted in Leicestershire, and been 
in at the death, after many a ride across the stiffest 
country in England. Come, Vincent ! Hurrah 
for the horse that can carry me with the speed of 
a lightning-flash across hill and dale !" 
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She flung her arm above her head, waving the 
tmy riding-whip with a triumphant flourish. 

They were in the heart of the Park by this 
time, on a broad, open expanse of greensward, a 
sunny sky above them, the purple woodlands 
stretching far around, the birds singing merrily 
under that cloudless sky. 

Devilshoof held his head high, his nostrils 
dilated as they scented the air sweeping across the 
broad expanse. He was going at a swingeing can- 
ter, when Esther, dehghting in her companion's 
anxiety, suddenly shouted the loud view-halloo of 
the hunting-field, and planted her spur in the 
animal's side. That one touch seemed to act like 
magic. In the next moment Lord Bothwell Wal- 
lace's opinion of the horse was fully confirmed. 

Away flew Devilshoof, scudding across the 
grassy expanse swift as the wind, uprooting little 
patches of grass with his flying hoofs as he tore 
al(Hig. At first the Jewess laughed gaily, pleased 



Digitized 



by Google 



88 EUPERT GODWIN. 

with the animal's spirit. She turned round to 
look at the Duke with a smile upon her face, 
and waved her whip above her head as a signal 
to him to follow her. 

But all at once this daring and obstinate wo- 
man began to be conscious of her folly. Danger 
lay before her — a danger whose extent she could 
not estimate. 

The grassy expanse sloped suddenly down- 
ward ; and at the bottom of the slope there was 
a rugged timber fence, about eight feet high, 
dividing the Park from the enclosed lands be- 
yond. 

On the other side of this fence the ground 
sloped abruptly upward, stony, rugged, and steep. 
Towards this danger, hidden until now, Devils- 
hoof was flying at the speed of a racehorse. 

In vain the Jewess tried to pull him up. The 
animal had got the bit between his teeth, and held 
it locked as if in an iron vice. 
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Esther Vanberg's face grew deadly white, but 
to the last her dauntless spirit defied danger. She 
was a first-rate horsewoman, and held herself as 
firmly in the saddle as if she had been a part of 
the animal she rode. 

But the danger was close upon her now. 
Devilshoof went madly at the fence, cleared it 
with his fore-feet, but caught his hind-legs in the 
topmost rail, and fell crashing down against the 
rugged slc^e beyond. 

The Duke of Harlingford, riding his hardest 
to overtake the Jewess, arrived only in time to see 
the catastrophe. The groom came behind him. 
Both men were white to the very lips, and breath- 
less with terror. They knew the extent of the 
danger that had been seen only when too late. 

They dismounted on the near side of the fence, 
tied up their horses, and clambered over the 
wooden boundary. It was the work of but a few 
moments ; those few moments, however, seemed an 
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eternity of agonised suspense to the Duke of 
Harlingford. 

Between them, the two men contrived to drag 
the liorse away from the motionless form of his 
rider. The animal's shoulder was broken. 

"Take him away!" exclaimed the Duke in 
hoarse, gasping accents. " Take the cursed brute 
from my sight, and blow out his brains; he has 
killed the only woman I ever loved." 

" God grant it mayn't be quite as bad as that, 
your grace; let us hope for the best," said the 
groom, as he took the bridle and led the horse 
away. 

The young man knelt down on the rugged 
slope beside the Jewess. Esther Vanberg was 
lying on her back, with her face looking upward to 
the afternoon sky. Her beauty was unblemished 
— ^no scratch disfigured the pale olive skin. The 
still face, with its closed eyes arid long drooping 
lashes, looked as calm as the face of a statue. 
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Presently the eyelids were raised, very slowly, 
and the glorious dark eyes looked with a strange, 
languid gaze at the face of the Duke. 

"Esther!" he exclaimed, with a wild cry of 
rapture. " You are not dead ! O, thank Heaven ! 
thank Heaven !" 

The strong man's face sank upon his clasped 
hands, and he sobbed aloud. The revulsion of 
feeling had been even more difficult to bear than 
the agony that had preceded it. 

The Jewess looked at her lover with a languid 
smile. 

" Wliy, you dear, affectionate goose, who said 
I was dead? I never saw such a man — to be 
frightened about a trifle of a spill. That animal 
has thrown me, I suppose ? Well, well, Vincent ; 
you and your friend are right after all, I daresay ; 
and I've been fairly punished for my obstinacy. I 
scarcely knew where I was just now. I fainted, I 
suppose?" 
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"Yes, darling; you were unconscious for a 
few moments. O, Esther, what an age of agony 
it seemed ! I thought you were dead." 

"Dead I Why, Tm not even hurt I only 
feel a kind of nimibness — just as if I hadn't any 
sense in my limbs. The shock, you know, and 
that kind of thing." 

"My own darlings where can I take you? 
The nearest lodge must be upwards of a mile from 
here ; but Til carry you in my arms, if you feel fit 
to come." 

"Fit to come? Of course I am! I daresay 
I shall be able to walk when this numbness 
goes off. But perhaps you'd better carry me at 
first." 

The Duke lifted the light burden in his arms. 
Alas for that slender form ! It hung as inertly 
in his arms as though it had been a corpse. There 
was no spring, no elasticity ; it was a dead-weight 
which the Duke carried. 
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He called to the groom, who left Devilshoof 
tied to the fence at some distance, while he came 
to render service to his mistress. 

" Thank God for this escape, your grace 1" the 
man said earnestly. — "We've had a rare fright 
about you, ma'am." 

Esther Vanberg was a liberal mistress, and her 
servants were attached to her, in spite of her 
violent temper. The Duke intrusted his beloved 
burden to the groom, while he himself mounted 
his horse. Then the groom placed Esther in the 
young man's arms, and he seated her in front of 
him on the saddle, and walked his horse gently 
away. 

"We shall meet a carriage before long, I 
daresay, my darling," he said; "and I will get 
you a more comfortable mode of conveyance." 

The Jewess was very pale. Her large dark 
eyes were fixed on the face of the Duke with 
a strangely anxious and inquiring gaze. They 
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looked unnaturally large now, those dark eyes, 
and all their lustrous brilliancy had faded. 

"Do you think I am much hurt, Vincent?" 
she asked very earnestly. "I don't suffer 'any 
pain ; but this numbness in my limbs is so strange. 
There seems no life in me below my shoulders. 
What if the life should never come back f 

The Duke looked at her with his face blanched 
by a new terror. The revulsion of feeling upon 
finding her alive and conscious had been so great, 
that Vincent had imagined all serious danger to 
be past. But now an icy horror crept through 
his veins. 

"I remember a man being thrown from his 
hunter down in Leicestershire," said the Jewess, 
in a low famt voice, watching the Duke's face 
anxiously as she spoke. " At first he didn't seem 
• hurt at all ; but he was just like me — he couldn't 
move a bit ; and when they carried him home, the 
surgeon found that his back was broken. He died 



Digitized 



by Google 



RIDING TO HEB DOOM. 95 

before it was dark that night. O, Vincent, do 
you think I am going to die?" 

" Going to die I" cried the Duke. " What, 
darling, when I hold you in my arms — ^your own 
bright self, with your eyes looking into mine? 
Why, Esther, this is foolish; my brave girl's 
proud spirit has gone all at once 1" 

" Yes, Vincent, the proud spirit has gone. It 
^vill never come back again. I'm afiraid it was a 
\vicked spirit, and led me into many evil deeds. I 
hope I am not dying, Vincent," she said very 
slowly ; and then added, in a still lower voice, " for 
I do not think I am fit to die." 

"You shall not die!" cried the Duke, with 
an almost savage energy. " How can you talk of 
dying, Esther, when you know that I would give 
the last drop of my heart's best blood to save 
you? I tell you you shall not die. All the * 
greatest surgeons in London shall be summoned. 
Science can do marvellous things, and it shall 
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save you. I will give them every penny of my 
fortune, but, I say, they shall save you! Fear 
nothing, my own darling. You shall know the 
power of a devoted love." 

He drew her closer to him with his strong 
right arm, while liis left hand held the reins. 

At this moment carriage-wheels sounded on 
the road. Tlie Duke looked round, and saw a 
plain brougham, drawn by one horse, which was 
approaching at a smart pace. 

"A doctor^s brougham, m lay my life T cried 
the young man. " Nothing could be more pro- 
vidential. Cheer up, Esther darling ; if there is 
a medical man in that carriage, he'll soon laugh 
your fears out of you." 

The Duke drew up his horse, and waited for 
the advancing vehicle. He made a sign to the 
coachman as it approached, and the man stopped, 
Vincent rode up to the carriage-window. 

The glass was down ; an elderly, gray-haired 
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geutleman^ wkh a cheeiy, pleasant £bu^ looked 
out. 

"Is tiiere anything tibe matter f* he asked, 
looking with quick obsOTvant eyes at Esther^s 
pale face, and the slender form leaning so Ian* 
goidly against the Duke's shoulder. 

" Yes. This lady has met with an acddent, 
and I have been on the look-out for a carriage in 
order to b^ a lift for her* Are you a medical 
man, sir ?" 

"lam." 

" Thank God for that ! Will you assist me to 
place the lady m your carriage, and aee her t;on- 
Teyed to the Star and Oarter?" 

" Most certainly." 

The doctor was an active littie man. He 
arranged the cushions on the seat of the brougham, 
and then skipped lightly out of the vehicle, and 
took Esther Vanberg in his arms. 

"Any bones broken?" he asked, as cheerify 
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as though a few fractured bones were of very little 
consequence when he was by to set them. 

" No, thank Providence T' answered the Duke. 
^^Miss Vanberg only complains of numbness in 
the limbs — nothing else ; she is suffering no pain." 

All at once the doctor^s face changed. Its 
cheerful expression gave place to a veiy grave 
and earnest look. 

Esther had been watching the medical man's 
countenance veiy intently. 

As she saw the change, a low ciy of terror 
broke from her pale lips. 

"I knew that it was sol" she said. "I am 
going to die !" And then, in low mournful 
accents, she murmured : 

^^ So unfit to die I so unfit to die I" 

The doctor recovered his professional presence 
of mind in a moment. 

"My dear young lady," he said, "I must not 
have any foolish alarm of this kind. As yet we 
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do not know that there is danger. The sensation 
you complain of may be only the effect of the 
shock — ^the severe shaking, the — " 

"You are deceiving me, doctor!" cried Es- 
ther angrily. " But it is no use. Your face told 
me the truth just now." 

The medical man saw that his thoughts had 
been read by those anxious eyes. 

"I did not quite like that symptom of the 
numbness," he said ; " that was aU. There may be 
nothing in it. Was it a very bad fall ? Don't 
talk, my dear young lady ; your friend will tell 
me all about it." 

The doctor had placed himself on a Uttle seat 
with his back to the horse. Esther was lying 
opposite to him. The Duke rode by the side of 
the carriage, as the vehicle drove slowly towards 
the principal gates of the Park — those gates 
which Esther Vanberg had entered so joyously 
less than an hour before. 
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Tire Duke of Harlingf ord related the circum- 
stamces o£ the accident. The medical man lis- 
tened attentively ; but while he listened he kqpt 
his eyes fi^ed on Esther's white face, and his 
fingers on her pnlse. He tried to conceal his 
anxiety; but the brisk cheerfulness of manner 
that was common to him had quite forsaken him. 
He was very grave — very watchftil, like a man 
who feels that danger is at hand. 

<<Shail we take her to the Star and Oarterf 
asked the Duke. 

"You could not take her to a better j^ace. 
You will telegraph for some female relations, I 
suppose — her mother, perhaps ?^ 

" She has no mother. She is an tMTphan," 

^ Y(Mir sister, I conclude f ' 

^ No," answered the Duke, locking at Esther 
wilii inexpressible affection ; " she is a lady whom 
I hc^ to make my wife." 

Esther returned his look, and the tears 
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gathered slowly in her eye&*- .O^-wKadl; k-'riol)ldl !. 
heart this was, which she had so often trampled 
upon and spumed in her pride and folly ! What 
a devoted love 1 What a self-sacrificing affection, 
which she had trifled with and imposed upon in 
the haughty recklessness of her stubborn nature I 
l^t now that nature seemed melted all at once. 

" Heaven have pity upon Hie I" she thought. 
^^I believe I have been a demon until to-day. 
And now I seem transformed into a woman, with 
womanly feelings — womanly tears I But the 
change comes too late ! — too late, too late I" 
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THE SHADOW OF DEATH. 



The medical man felt rather inquisitive as to the 
name and position of his patient and her com- 
panion. The Duke was unattended ; but from the 
appearance of the horse he rode, and from the 
careless manner in which he spoke of putting up 
at the Star and Garter, Mr. Granby, the surgeon, 
concluded that he was at least tolerably well off. 
But he had no idea of the rank of his patient's 
companion until the carriage arrived at the Star 
and Garter ; when a bevy of waiters crowded to 
obey the orders of the fair-haired, elegant-looking 
young man, whom they addressed as "your 
grace." 

The helpless girl was carried to a suite of 
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spacions rooms on the first floor. She was laid on 
the sofa, and then the doctor turned round and 
addressed the Duke. 

"I must beg you to leave us, sir," he said. 
"I require the assistance of some middle-aged 
woman, who has been used to wait upon an 
invalid. I daresay there is such a person in the 
house." 

The waiter who had escorted them to the 
apartments repUed that there was a person quali- 
fied to attend to the young lady, under Mr. 
Granb/s direction. 

"Very good," said the surgeon; "then you 
will be kind enough to send her to me imme- 
diately. — ^In the mean time, perhaps you will 
kindly assist me to wheel this sofa into the next 
room?" he added, to the Duke. 

The adjoining apartment was a bedroom, 
large and airy, like the sitting-room, and over- 
looking the garden of the hotel. Beyond the 
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garden stretched one of the fairest landscapes in 
England — ^the winding river, now crimsicmed by 
the sinking sun ; the distant hiUs and woodlands, 
purple with the cool shadows of evening. 

Esther looked round the rocnn with an expres- 
sion of alarm. 

" Why do you bring me here I" she exclaimed. 
"I shall not be obliged to sleep at Eichmond, 
shall I? Surely I shall be well enough to go 
homer 

"Not to-night, my dear young lady; it is 
growing late, and you require rest," said the doc- 
tor in a soothing tone. 

The Jewess looked at him anxiously^ hut said 
no more. 

The Duke was banished from the bedchamber. 
Pale, and restless with the slow torture of sus- 
pense, he paced up and down the sitting-room, 
while the doctor remained alone with his patient. 

A respectable-looking woman appeared pre- 
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sently, escorted by the waiter. She was one of 
tiie head chambermaids, and she had lived in 
private families, where she had had considerable 
experience in nursing. 

In cases of real need people seem, by general 
consent, to forget the very meaning of the word 
" trouble." The woman came cheerfully to devote 
herself to the young lady who had fallen fixHn 
her horse. She was a clean comfortable-looking 
woman, of about five-and-forty, called Martha 
Gibbs, the very beau idSal of a Martha. 

The doctor opened the door, and Mrs. Gibbs 
went into the bedroom. Then the door was 
again closed, and the Duke of Harlingford re- 
sumed his weary pacing up and down the room. 

How long the time seemed ! And yet, during 
all that period of suspense, the young noblemim 
did not once look out upon the evening landscape, 
which spread itself like scmie glorious picture of 
earth's rarest beauty before the open windows. 
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His eyes were never lifted from the carpet, as 
he paced up and down, up and down, straining his 
ear to catch some sound of voices from the chamber 
within — sometimes hoping, sometimes despairing, 
but never praying. Alas! it was so long since 
this young man had lifted his voice in supplica- 
tion to his Creator, that now, when he had such 
need to pray, the words would not come. Prayer 
seemed a mockery upon his Ups. His frivolous, 
dissipated life; his association with men who 
scoffed at the very name of religion ; all his own 
faults and f olUes, — arose before him in this dread 
hour of anguish, and he felt himself unworthy to 
ask for Heaven's compassion upon his sorrow. 
How doubly appalling is the face of death when it 
confronts the man who is without reUgion 1 Who 
does not remember that woful picture of the dying 
Dubois, fighting against death till the last, and 
then sending in hot haste for the Viaticum, with 
the special ceremonial for cardinals f 
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At length that period of agonising suspense 
came to an end. The door of the bedroom was 
opened, and the medical man appeared. 

One eager glance at his face told the Duke 
that the surgeon had melancholy tidings to im- 
part. He rushed forward, and grasped Mr. 
Granby's arm. 

^^ The case is much worse than I thought/' he 
exclaimed; "I can see it in your face. Miss 
Vanberg's injuries are serious I" 

" They are very serious." 

" She will be a cripple for life ?" 

The surgeon shook his head sadly. 

^^0 God!" cried the Duke, "then it is even 
worse than that ! She will be paralysed, perhaps 
helpless ? No matter ! She shall find what it is 
to be truly loved I O, doctor, for pity's sake 
speak, and speak plainly — tell me the worst !" 

The Duke raised his head, and looked earnestly 
at the surgeon's face. 
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" I understand," he said; "you can give me 
BO hope. She ia — " 

He could not finish the sentence* He paused, 
struggled with the passionate sobs that rent his 
breast, and then gasped, in a hoarse whisper : 

"I shall lose her r 

" On earth, your grace. Let us hope that 
you may meet her again in heaven." 

The Duke shuddered as he listened to those 
solemn words. Alas I he knew but too well that 
the life of the Jewess had not fitted her fi)r a 
higher and purer sphere than this lower world. 
Proud and reckless, she had Hved a pagan life, 
neither worshipping in the synagogues of her own 
people nor at any Christian shrine ; and now that 
the shadow of death hovered near, Vincent, Duke 
of Harlingford, felt how utterly helpless were his 
rank and wealth to ward off one pang from the 
woman he loved. 

" My God," he murmured, "it is too bitter a 
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stroke! And yet it is only a fitting retributioii 
for my useless^ friyoloos life. But dbe seemed so 
little hurt r 

^^ Ah, my dear sir," answered the doctor 
gravely, "those very symptoms which gave you 
hope filled me with alarm. The absence of pain^ 
the numbness o£ the limbs — ^I knew too well what 
those portended. The spine is firactured." 

" And no science can save her?" 

" No. It may give you some satisfaction to 
call in furth^* aid. I will telegraph immediately, 
if you please, fiw the two best men in Saville-row." 

" For Heaven's sake do so 1 But before you 
go give me one word of comfort. You have 
spoken her doom, but it will not be soon; she 
will live for some time, surely?" 

Again the surgeon shook his head, with the 
same sad expression on his face. 

" I wish to tell you the truth," he said, "for 
I know that in these cases the truth is wis^t and 
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best. Miss Vanberg's hours are numbered. If 
she has relatives whom she would wish to see, 
they had better be telegraphed for at once." 

" No," answered the Duke mournfully ; " my 
poor girl stands alone in the world. She has had 
many admirers, but not one friend, except myself, 
— a weak and dangerous one ; for I yielded to all 
her caprices, against my own better judgment, 
and I allowed her to commit the imprudence 
that is to cost her her life. She has no friends, 
doctor ; but there is one favour you can do me." 

" Your grace has only to command my ser- 
vices." 

" After you have telegraphed for the London 
surgeons, I shall be truly grateful if you will call 
upon some clergyman in this town, and request 
him to come at once to my poor girl. You 
reside in the neighbourhood, and are, no doubt, 
on intimate terms with some minister of the 
Church?" 
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" Yes/' answered the doctor, " I do know a 
clergyman in the immediate neighbourhood, one 
of the best men that ever breathed. I will call 
on him immediately after sending the telegram, 
and will bring him here with me." 

" I thank you very much. In the mean while 
I may see her, I suppose ?" said the Duke, looking 
with mournful, yearning eyes to the door of the 
bedroom. 

" Yes, you may see her. She is quite con- 
scious, and very calm — though she knows the 
worst." 

The Duke bent his head. He could not speak, 
but he grasped the doctor^s hand with a grateful 
pressure, and then passed silently into the sick- 
room. 

Esther Vanberg was lying quite motionless, 
her eyes fixed on the door as the Duke entered. 
Never before had Vincent seen so much tender- 
ness in those eyes. The shadow of death, so 



Digitized 



by Google 



112 RUPBKT GODWIN. 

near at hand^ seemed to have a very softening 
influence upon the Jewess. 

She pointed silently to an arm-chair by the 
side of the bed. The Dvke seated himself, and 
took the feeble hand which stretched itself to- 
wards him. 

The proud woman was quite subdued. She 
could read the signs of an unspeakable sorrow 
in the pale face of her lover, and she felt how 
unworthy she was of such unbounded devotion. 

" Dear Vincent," she murmured softly, " you 
must not grieve for me. You have all your life 
before you. It is better for your happiness, 
much better, that I should die. I have been a- 
proud, capricious creature, and I never should 
have made a good wife. Believe me, dear, it is 
better as it is. I know that you will grieve just 
at first ; but by and by the sorrow will all wear 
away, and you will only remember me as one oi 
the pale shadows of the past. Then I hope you 
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will many a woman of your own station, a woman 
worthy of your love." 

" My darling ! my own dear love I I would 
give my dukedom, and the last acre of the Har- 
lingford lands — I would give my very soul — if I 
could save you !" 

" I know your true heart, Vincent ; and I can 
believe all you say, poor boy ! But I know that 
my death will be ultimately for your happiness. 
And now, dear, I have done many wicked things 
in my life. I want to repent of them before I die 
— to atone for some, if I can. There was one 
cruel wrong I inflicted upon an innocent girl, 
prompted by an envious hatred of her good looks " 
' — and her success in the theatre. You'll despise 
me when I tell you how mean and cruel I have 
been-^but I must tell you, Vincent, however hard 
it is to do it." 

In as few words as could tell the story, Esther 

related the circumstances of the treacherous plot 
VOL. III. I 
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against Violet Westf ord. The Duke listened with 
a grave face. He was deeply grieved by the 
recital of Esther^s sin. 

" I was very wicked, was I not, Vincent ?" she 
asked, when she had finished her story ; " and you 
will hate me for my wickedness." 

" No, Esther ; but I hate the man who tempted 
you — ^that cold-blooded scoundrel, Rupert Godwin, 
who, for some wicked purpose of his own, played 
upon a woman's foolish jealousy, in order to make 
her the instrument of his treachery." 

"Rupert Godwin!" cried the Jewess. "Is 
Mr. Godwin's name Rupert ?" 

"It is." 

"Strange I strange!" 

"Why so, darling?" 

" I don't know ; but the name is an uncommon 
one, and it is connected with the history of my 
childhood. O, Vincent, I have not many hours 
to live ; but before I qUo I should like to tell you 
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the story of my youth. I think it would make 
you understand why I have been a proud and 
extravagant woman — reckless of the feelings of 
others, seeking only my own pleasure, heartless, 
ungrateful. If I live long enough, Vincent, I will 
tell you that story." 
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A FATAL LESSON. 

While Esther Vanberg lay very calm and still, 
with her hand linked in that of the Duke, the door 
was softly opened, and the surgeon appeared on 
the threshold of the chamber. 

He was not alone. Behind him came the 
ever-welcome visitor to the death-chamber, the 
minister of the Gospel. The proud heart may 
scorn Heaven's gentle laws while life is in its 
zenith, while the grave seems so far away; but, 
sooner or later, the dark hour comes, and the only 
earthly comforter is welcome. 

'^My friend, Mr. Champneys, has come to 
see our patient," the surgeon said softly ; ^^ shall 
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556U and I leave them alone for a litde? The 
nurse will see that Miss Vanberg wants nothing. 
She understands all that is required." 

The Duke rose froipOL his seat by the bedside^ 
wd'subipissively followed tlfie medical man. 

Tt^ entered He sitting-room, and seated 
themselves, in moumftJ silei^ce. Candles had 
bfeto brbughl^ and the curtains drawli. A table 
bad been, l$ad fov. dinner, but the Duke took 
nothing but a gliuss eS water. 

"J» there mo hope?" he asked presently, la 
heart-brokeil accents. 

"None, upon this earth. I have tdegrsapl^ed 
for. the mo^t enunent surgeon* in England ; but I 
have only done so in deference to your affectionate 
anxiety. I regret to say that the case is quite 
hopeless. Miss Vanberg's life is a question of so 
many hours. She may possibly survive the night, 
but even that is doubtful.^' 

No more was said. The two men sat in 
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silence. Vincent Mountford covered his face with 
his hands. But this time he shed no tears. He 
was occupied in solemn prayer for the departing 
soul of the woman he loyed. 

For upwards of an hour he sat thus. Then 
the door of the bedroom was opened, and the 
clergjrman emerged. 

"I am leaving her in peace," he said. "I 
never talked with any one more humbly desirous 
to obtain solace from the true source of all con- 
solation. I shall return in a few hours; my 
presence may aflford some comfort. In the mean 
time, I wish you good-evening. Do not hesitate 
to send for me if — if there should be any 
unlooked-for change, or if the patient should 
wish to see me." 

Mr. Champneys departed as quietly as he had 
entered; and next minute the door of the sick-room 
was again opened, and Martha Gibbs appeared on 
the threshold. 
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" Miss Vanberg wishes to speak to you, sir," 
she said, addressing the Duke. 

Vincent Mountford hastened to respond to 
that summons. Once more he seated himself by 
the bed of the dying girl. 

Mrs. Gibbs passed silently into the sitting- 
room, leaving the lovers alone together. 

Even in the brief interval that had passed, the 
Duke saw a change in the face he loved. 

Yes, the pale shadow was hovering nearer. 
The small hand was feebler ; the dark eyes had a 
more spiritual light — ^the radiance of a soul fast 
escaping from its earthly bondage. 

"Vincent," said the Jewess, "I want to tell 
you the story of my youth. Ah, no, no!" she 
exclaimed, answering his look of remonstrance ; 
" it will do me no harm to speak. I should suffer 
more were I compelled to keep silence. The only 
excuse for my life lies in the story of my child- 
hood. I must speak of that, Vincent, before I die,** 
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^' Speak, then, darling ! Every word of your^ 
is precious to me." 

*^ Let me begin at the beginning. The first 
thing I can remembeir is living in a great city 
— Paris, Bs I found out afterwards. I remember , 
beautiful apartments ; windows that opened into a 
garden, in which there Was a fountain in a marble 
basin. I remember a happy, idle life, spent in this 
fairy mansicm, and in thos^ beautiful gardens; shut 
in from the great city by high walls and sheltering 
chestnut-treeSk 

" I remember a face, a lovely woman's face, 
darker than my own— dark with the rich olive 
hue of the South* I remember that foreign- 
looking face smiling upon me, and I knew that 
she to whom it belonged was my mother. 

^ She was my mother. Hushed in her armi^ I 
used to sink to sleep in the still summer twiUght 
while she stog to me. O, Vin«ent, I can almost 
hear her voice now as I think of her ; and the old 
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fime comes hack— I am a child once more. My 
mother was not happy. I was only a very little 
child when I first discovered that secret. She 
was not happy. Sometimes she would ait,, pale 
and silent, for hours together— with her. haiids 
lying liktlesasly in her. lap. Sometimes her' tears 
fell upon iny face as I lay in her arms^ Children 
are quick to perceive sorrow. I saw that iny 
mother was tmhappy ; and, child though I was, I 
watched her closely. 

"Few friends visited us in that splendid abod^^ 
and even to me its lonely splendour seemed sad 
and dreiaryi; i . 

""Now and then -^ at long intervals, as I 
thought — a gentleman came ; a gentleman whom 
I was told to call papa. He took me om his knee 
sometimes, and careissed me; and when he was 
with us my mother's manner changed from its 
dreary quiet, its outbreaks of passionate sorrow. 

*^When he was with us my mother seemed 



Digitized 



by Google 



122 BUPERT GODWIN. 

gay and happy. She would sit on a heap of 
cushions at his feet, looking up at him with her 
dark eyes, which had a light like yellow sunshine 
in them, smiUng at him, talking to him, happy 
and vivacious as some joyous bird, 

"Ah, how beautiful I thought her then, in 
her rich dress, with jewels flashing on her hands 
and arms ! 

"But as I grew older, my father's visits were 
rarer; my mother's sorrow became deeper and 
more settled day by day. 

" Then, by and by, there was a sudden change 
in our life. My father came very often, but not 
alone ; he brought with him a young Englishman, 
an empty-headed fop, as I know now, with a heart 
of ice. Even then, child as I was, I perceived the 
man's shallow nature, and I instinctively detested 
him. 

"But my mother cared very little what guests 
she welcomed, so long as she was blessed with 
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the presence of the man she loved. She smiled 
her brightest smiles upon my father's friend, and 
greeted him with her sweetest words. 

"My father came day after day, week after 
week; but his English friend always came with 
him. He bought my mother a carriage, and we 
went to races and f^tes; but the Englishman 
accompanied us everywhere. 

"This may have gone on for some three 
months, when the end came. 

" Ah, Vincent, that end was very terrible I It 
was the old, old story : passionate devoted love on 
the one side ; on the other, selfishness and cruelty. 
The Englishman, whose name I forget, came one 
day to announce that the house which was our 
only home had changed hands. He was its new 
master. My mother might still be its mistress. 
He brought his credentials ynth him, in the shape 
of a letter from my father. 

"That letter now lies amongst my private 
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papers^ Vincent, and 1 have read it again and 
again, until its every word seems branded on my 
brain. That horrible letter has influenced my life 7 
for it taught iije to believe all men false.and cruel. 
I accepted their flatteries; I let them squander 
iifeir fortune on my follies ; but I never trusted 
thiem; ajid it' is oiily ;now, when the world ia 
fading away from me, that I b^p^n -to understaiwi 
there rftay really exist <Mie good Man upon this 
earth. - .. ,• ; . , • 

"Shall I tell you the contents of that letter, 
Vincent? It was veiy brief, for the writer had 
used little ceremony. 

"Th'fe" man my motiier loVed ,had grown tired' 
of her and of her devotion. He had sold hei* 
to his wealthy friend 1 That was the gist of the 
letter. The elegant house, the horses, the car*- 
riages, all had been lost at the card-table ; and the 
last stake had been the woman whom he had sworh 
to love and cherish to the hour of his deatii I 



Digitized 



by Google 



. " .Within au hour of the receipt, of that letter 
my mother and I Jeft the luxurioi^ home i^ 
whidh I 'had been born. She topk me to 
England^ — to London; and London liid indeed 
seem a dreary city after the bright bonleVarde 
and chestnnt- trees of Paris. All through one 
long sumpp^r day we wandered in the dismtJ 
mnddy .stnaets of ;the most squalid, neighbwrr 
hood on the Surrey side of ihe llmmes, and at 
length, worn out, Wdari^, Wd miserable, w^ 
to€k possession pf our new hbme, 

"ShaH J tell you what it w?ts like, Vincent^ 
that new home,— the first that ever sheltered me 
in. your native country? 

"It was* a garret, so poorly fiimished, so 
utterly wretched, that a tolerably prosperous 
crpssingTSweeper would have despised it for a 
habitation when his day's work was oyer. The 
rain pattering against the casement beat in upon 
us throi^h the gaps in the broken glass ; and 
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the chill night wind crept in through a hundred 
diflFerent cracks and crannies. 

* This is the only lodging we can afford, child,' 
my mother cried bitterly, as I stood in the midst 
of the wretched chamber, staring helplessly about 
me, utterly bewildered by the change in our 
position. * It is as good a home as either you or 
I have any right to occupy ; for we are friendless 
outcasts, penniless wretches, who know not where 
to look for their daily bread.' 

"Ah, Vincent, I dare not dwell upon that 
horrible time ; for the shadow of death grows 
darker round me ; and though I feel so little pain, 
the numbness seems creeping, creeping to my 
heart, and I know that the end must be very 
near. 

" My mother went out on the day after our 
arrival, leaving me alone in that most miserable 
house. She did not return until late at night, 
and then she told me that she had obtained work 
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which would give us, at the worst, enough to keep 
us from starvation. 

" After this she went out every night, and was 
sometimes away from me half the day. She never 
came home till after midnight ; and as soon as I 
was old enough to understand anything of London 
. life, I knew that she was a figurante at a minor 
theatre on the Surrey side of the Thames. 

" By and by we moved to a lodging which, 
although very humble and very poorly ftimished, 
was a palace in comparison with the miserable 
garret that had first sheltered us. 

" So long as my mother lived, I never entered 
a theatre. She loved me with the same passionate 
affection which I felt for her ; and she could not 
bear that I should be exposed to the dangers and 
temptations of a life in which she saw so many 
feJl into a fatal career of extravagance and vice. 
Her life was a very hard one ; and others saw the 
change in her which I was too inexperienced to 
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perceive. Strangers saw that the hard life WBg 
slowly kilh'ng her. 

^^One day she came in frc«n her nrom- 
ing duties at the theatre with the hectic tint 
in her cheeks heightened, and the fatal bright* 
ness of her eyes even more brilliant than usual. - 

^^ It w<is my birthday, she had told me early 
that morning, and I was fifteen that day. 

^^ She took both my hands, and led me to the 
window. 

^Tnm your face towards the light, Esther,' 
she said. ^ Let me see your eyes, for liun going 
to teU you something, and I want to see if you are 
my own true daughter.' 

" I looked at her wonderingly ; and we stood 
thus, each looking with fixed and earnest gaze 
into the other's eyes. 

^ Esther,' said my mother, ' I saw your fe- 
ther in the streets of London to-day. I saw 
him, and spoke to him ; to him — to the man for 
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whom I fled from a happy home ia my native 
country — for whose sake I broke my father's 
heart ! But the vengeance of Heaven follows such 
sins as mine surely — too surely; and that ven- 
geance has tracked me step by step ever since the 
fatal night upon which I was beguiled by your 
father's empty promises to leave the shelter of 
my home, trusting in the honour of a villain. 
To-day, for the first time after weary years of 
beggary, I met your father in the street For 
your sake, Esther, and for your sake only, I fol- 
lowed and spoke to him. He was very much 
surprised to see me, and even more disgusted 
to see me such an altered creature. His face 
said as much. I told hiiii that his daughter was 
growing into womanhood; that in all the world 
the had not one friend to replace the mother on 
whose face the hand of death had set its stamp. 
I implored him to have pity upon this friendless 

child ; I promised forgiveness for my own blighted 
VOL. IIL K 
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life — for the lies that had lured me from my home 
— ^ihe cool treachery which would have sold me 
with the goods and chattels lost at a gaming-table* 
I humiliated myself to the dust, Esther, for your 
sake — only for your sake ! 

^ Shall I tell you how that man answered my 
prayers ? He told me to starve, or to rot, where 
I pleased; but not to obtrude my ghastly face 
on him. He had given me my chance, he said, 
and I might have squandered the wealth of a 
weak-minded fool, who would have supported me 
in the splendour I was so fond of. I had chosen 
to fling away this chance, and whatever misery 
had come to me had been brought upon me by 
my own folly. He was not responsible for that 
folly, lie told me, and he would not give me six- 
pence to save me from tlie pangs of starvation. 

^This was what he said to me, Esther; but 
no words can tell the brutal manner in which he 
spoke, the cold-blooded insolence of his gaze. He 
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could not have looked more scornfully at the dirt 
beneath his feet than he looked at me — at me, 
whose girlish brain was well-nigh turned by his 
flattery when he stole me fix)m my home. 

' You are indeed changed,' he said. * I can 
scarcely bring myself to believe that the creature 
I am looking at was once the vaunted beauty of 
Seville.' 

' I could find no words to speak my indig- 
nation. I was choked by the suffocating tears of 
shame and despair. He turned upon his heel, 
and left me — left me standing like a statue in 
the windy street, with the rain driving gustily at 
me, and the icy cold creeping to my very heart' 

" I burst into a torrent of sobs, and fell on my 
mother's breast. I tried to comfort her ; but there 
are some sorrows in which any attempt at com- 
fort seems a mockery ; and hers was one of them. 

'Esther,' she said, *I have told you this 
story as a solemn warning. You must be dull 

Digitized by dOOQlC 



132 RUPERT GODWIN. 

indeed if you cannot understand the bitter moral 
to be learnt from my life. Crush out from your 
heart every vestige of womanly affection. You are 
beautiful, and your beauty will win you lovers. 
Remember my fate ! Remember that their ad- 
miration is the false worship of the profligate, who 
pays homage to the divinity that he is only eager 
to destroy. Value your charms only for their 
power to win the love you trample upon and de- 
spise. Be proud and pitiless, false and merce- 
nary, as the wretches who pretend to adore you ; 
for only thus will you keep them at your feet 
They will be the slaves of a beautiful demon, 
who laughs at their devotion, and mocks them 
with false hopes, while she ruins them by her 
reckless extravagance, her insatiable avarice ; but 
they would grow weary of the love of an aligel, 
when once she has been won by their treacherous 
pleading. Take everything from them, but give 
nothing in return — not one true word, not one 
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tender thought Remember my fate, Esther, and 
be warned by the misery you have seen. Re- 
venge the anguish of a woman who sacrificed her 
life to one unhappy passion, and who will die the 
heartbroken victim of a scoundrel' 

" This, and much more, my mother said to 
me, not once, but many times, before she faded 
slowly from me, leaving me alone in the world. 

" Such, Vincent, was the teaching of my early 
youth ; such were the precepts that had been 
carefully instilled into me when I found myself 
lonely and destitute, with the world all before me. 

" I was not quite sixteen years of age when 
my mother died. I looked in the glass ; but my 
life had been such a secluded one, that but for 
my mother's words I should scarcely have known 
that I was beautiful. 

" At first I was stunned by my calamity, and 
I sat day after day in my lonely room, in the idle 
helplessness of complete despair. 
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" One day the proprietor of the theatre in 
which my mother had been employed called upon 
me, and offered to engage me, paying for my 
services at the same pitiful rate as my mother 
had received for hers. 

" I accepted his offer, since it afforded me the 
only chance of escaping starvation. I entered 
the theatre, and in the following year I received 
the offer of an engagement from the manager 
of the Circenses, where I have been employed 
ever since, and where I first met you, Vincent, 
and won the love which I have done so little to 
deserve. 

" But I think you will understand now why 
my heart has seemed cold and hard as stone. My 
mother had taught me to believe that my fatiber 
was only a sample of the rest of mankind. She 
had believed herself, and she had taught me to 
think, that truth, honour, loyalty, generosity, pure 
and unselfish affection did not exist in the 
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breast of any man living. I had learnt the fatal 
lesson only too well, and you know what that les- 
son had made me — a heartless, pitiless creature, 
^ager for my own pleasure alone, at any cost 
to others; extravagant, reckless, greedy, valuing 
those who admired me only for the wealth they 
lavished on me ; proud and insolent, cold and 
ungrateful. To win you for my husband, to wear 
the coronet of a duchess, and to push my way into 
the great world in defiance of all who should op- 
pose me — this was my ambition. But even to win 
such a prize as this I could not control the pas- 
sionate temper which had so long been freely in- 
dulged; I could not curb the insolent tongue on 
whose reckless audacity I prided myself. 

" Nothing but true and pure love could have 
exercised such forbearance as you have always 
shown me. 0, forgive me, Vincent; forgive me 
for my heartless ingratitude 1 I see things in a 
softened light now that the shadows are closing 



Digitized 



by Google 



136 KUPERT GODWIN. 

round me, and I can understand how good, how 
noble you have been to me. You would hav& 
taken the nameless Jewess to your arms; you 
would have bestowed the sacred name of wife- 
on the reckless adventuress who squandered your 
wealth and laughed at your love. Forgive me, 
Vincent! Remember my early teaching, the 
wrongs of my broken-hearted mother ; remember 
these, and forgive me I" 

" I do, Esther, with all my heart," answered 
the Duke in a broken voice. " If you could live, 
darling; if Heaven would spare you, the dismal 
lesson of the past should be forgotten in the hap- 
piness of the future, and you should learn that a 
man's love can be as true and pure, as unselfish 
and devoted, as the affection of the woman who^ 
unites her fate to his." 

"Vincent," said the Jewess, "when I am 
dead, you will go to my house and examine all my 
papers. K amongst them you can find any clue 
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to the identity of my father, seek him out, if he 
still lives, and tell him of his victim's death, and 
of the death of that daughter whom he refused to 
rescue from starvation." 

No more was said upon this subject. Esther 
gave Vincent Mountford some few directions re- 
specting the papers which he was to examine. 

" And now," she said, " my true and only 
friend, I have one last favour to ask of you. My 
jewels and pictures, the furniture of my house, 
my carriage and horses, are worth a considerable 
sum. I should like them all to be sold to the best 
advantage — except such things as you, Vincent, 
may like to keep for my sake ; and let the pro- 
ceeds of the sale be given to Miss Watson, the girl 
whom I so cruelly injured in my wicked jealousy. 
You will do this, will you not, Vincent ? It is 
the only atonement I can make for the treachery 
which may have caused so much pain. I trust in 
you, dear and faithful friend ! Miss Watson must 
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never know the name of the person by whose be- 
quest she inherits the money ; for if she did so, 
she might refuse to receive it Let this last act of 
justice be as little known as the guilty act for which 
it is a poor reparation. Promise me, Vincent!" 

The young man gave a solemn promise; and 
the dark eyes of the Jewess looked at him witli a 
oalmer light, as she lay back upon the pillow from 
which she was never to rise again. 

It was late by this time, and the London sur- 
geons had arrived. The Duke left the room as 
the medical men entered it. 

Once more he paced slowly up and down the 
sitting-room ; and, in spite of all that the Bich- 
mond surgeon had said to him, his heart was agi- 
tated by a faint thrill of hope. 

That hope was soon changed to the calm quiet 
of despair. After about a quarter of an hour of 
suspense, the door of the bedchamber was opened, 
And the medical men came out, grave and silent, 
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and in tibeir solemn faces Vincent Moimtford read 
the death-warrant of the woman he loved. 

" There is no hope?" asked the Duke, appeal- 
ing to the Eichmond surgeon. 

"None!"' that gentleman answered solemnly. 

Vincent Mountford sank helplessly down upon 
the nearest chair. This time he gave way to no 
passionate outburst of grief; this time he was 
calm and silent ; but he felt that tlie one bright 
dream, the fond delusion of his youth, was melting 
away from him for ever. 

The time might come when Esther Vanberg's 
beautifrd face would smile upon him, faint and 
shadowy as the face that haunts a sleeper in his 
dream; but that time would be slow to come; and 
to-night it seemed to the Duke of Harlingford as 
if all the joy and brightness of his life had vanished 
away from him, never to be recalled. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

SILENCED. 

After the discovery of the deadly nature of that 
draught which Rupert Godwin had attempted to 
administer to the unconscious invalid, a dull stupor . 
seemed to take possession of Julia's mind. 

The horror of her thoughts was too terrihle for 
endurance. The brain almost gave way beneath 
its burden. The heart which imtil now had 
throbbed with love for this guilty father was well- 
nigh broken by the knowledge of his crime. 

"A secret assassin — a midnight poisoner!'* 
thought the miserable girl, as she brooded over 
the events of the past few days. " Had his crime 
been of any other nature, had his guilt been the 
consequence of a moment's violence, the fatal act 
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of sudden rage, I could have pitied and forgiven 
him. But how can I pity the criminal whose 
treachery hides itself beneath a smile?" 

She paced up and down the room, her hands 
<»lasped before her face, maddened by the thoughts 
which distracted her overtasked brain. 

" And air my life, all my life, I shall have to 
keep this hideous secret hidden in my breast ! 
. Day after day I shall see my father smiling upon 
people who, were I to reveal what I know, would 
think, the story of that night the wild delusion of a 
maniac. I can understand now why my brother 
could never be happy in this house — why, there 
was always a gulf between him and my father, a 
yawning gulf of distrust that was almost hatred. 
My brother's instinct revealed to him. thai fatal 
truth, to which my love has blinded me. He saw 
that my fether was unworthy of a son's affection, 
and he ran away from a home whose atmosphere 
was hateful to him. He knew what I could not 
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understand. He knew that it was the stifling 
atmosphere of falsehood and hypocrisy." 

All that day Julia remained in her own apart- 
ments. Mrs. Melville came to her and entreated 
to be admitted; but the girl was inflexible, and 
refused to see anyone. 

" I am suflering from a headache," she said, 
opening the door a little way, in order to speak to 
the widow, " and all I want is undisturbed quiet. 
My brain has been over-excited by the anxiety of 
the past few days. Pray do not ask to see me, 
dear Mrs. Melville. I shall be infinitely better if 
you leave me quite alone." 

The widow was really alarmed by her charge's 
conduct. She went straight to Mr. Grodwin's 
study, and informed him of what had passed. 

But, to her surprise, she found the banker 
almost indifferent upon the subject of his daugh- 
ter's illness. This man, who was known to be so 
fond and devoted a father, seemed to-day as if he 
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scarcely understood the communication that was 
made to him respecting his idolised child. 

" She is ill, you say ?" he muttered impatiently. 
" Yes, yes ; I thought she seemed ill this morn- 
ing when I saw her. I don't wonder. Her 
mind seemed affected, I fancied. I begin to fear 
that the fever from which Mr. Wilton is suflFering 
is contagious. I shall tal^e Julia to Brighton witli 
me to-night." 

" I should imagine it would be very wise to 
do so. The dear girl is far too sensitive to be 
exposed to the excitement and anxiety of a sick- 
house," answered the lady. " I will go at once 
and make arrangements for the journey. You 
will require me to accompany you, I conclude^ 
Mr. Godwin?" 

** No !" exclaimed the banker, turning upon 
her almost angrily ; " I shall require no one. You 
were asking me the other day for permission to 
pay a visit to some friends in town. I give you 
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that permission now, and I will write you a cheque 
for a half year's salary in advance, if you wish it. 
My daughter and I will go alone to Brighton, and 
this house will be shut up, and left in the care of 
Mrs. Beckson." 

"And Mr. Wilton?" asked Mi-s. Melville 
wonderingly. 

" Mr. Wilton's comfort and safety will be 
provided for," answered Rupert* Godwin impa- 
tiently. " And now, Mrs. Melville, I must wish 
you good-moming. I am very busy." 

The banker had been standing all this time at 
the door of his study. He closed it now, leaving 
Mrs. Melville bewildered by the strangeness of his 
manner. 

Her bewilderment would have been even 
greater, had she seen him standing in the centre 
of the room, with his hands clasped about his 
head, staring vacantly at the floor. 

"The net is closing round me," he muttered; 
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"it is closing round me. The meshes gather 
about me thicker and thicker — the web grows 
tighter ; and I shall find myself all at once bound 
hand and foot, without hope of escape. My 
daughter suspects me. How or why she has 
learnt to do so, I cannot conceive"^ but she sus- 
pects. Another spy, whose lips must be sealed ; 
another creature whose every word I must fear ! 
Surely she would not betray me I No, no ; she 
would not betray the father whom she has loved, 
unless the hideous secret escaped her in the 
ravings of delirium. I have to guard against 
that danger as well as every other. 0, what a 
life I — what a life ! The hand of the avenger is 
upon me : it pushes me on to wade yet deeper in 
guilt; — ^but at the end of all what do I see? 
Securiiy? No; there is no security for the 
wretch whose secret is once known to any mortal 
but himself." 

Then, after a pause of blank terror and dismay, 
VOL. m. L 
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Rupert Godwin lifted his head with an impetuous 
and defiant gesture. 

" Bah !" he exclaimed ; " I am a coward and 
a fool to-day. What was my intellect given me 
for, if not to triumph over meaner men ? The 
world is still with me. The dupes and fools still 
trust the wealthy banker. Who would believe that 
Rupert Godwin is an assassin — a thief — a baffled 
poisoner? No; I will not despair because that 
yoimg man has fathomed the secret of his father's 
murder — I will not despair even though my own 
daughter suspects my guilt The odds may be 
against me ; but if the game is to be a des- 
perate one, I will not tiirow away a single 
chance." 

A servant opened the door of the library. In 
a moment Rupert Godwin's brow cleared. He 
was himself again ; or, rather, he resumed once 
more that false and smiling semblance which he 
presented to the world. 
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" Well ?" he demanded. ^* Are those two 
gentlemen here ?" 

" They are, sir," answered the servant, usher* 
ing in two gentlemen. 

One was Mr. Granger, the doctor from Hert- 
*" ford ; the other was a little fat man, with a pale 
flabby face and sandy hair. There was a cunning 
expression in his reddish-brown eyes, and a phy- 
siognomist would have perceived the signs of a 
brutal and cruel nature in the low receding fore- 
head, the thick lips and massive jaws. 

This pale-faced, sandy-haired man wore tlie 
orthodox costume of a medical practitioner, and 
exhibited that expanse of spotless cambric which 
is generally supposed to be the outward indica- 
tion of that highly-prized grace — respectability. 
He seated himself opposite Mr. Godwin, while 
the Hertford surgeon stood near the window. 

The sandy-haired man called himself Doctor 
Wilderson Snaffley, and he was the proprietor 
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of a private lunatic asylum, on which he had 
bestowed the romantic appellation of " The Re- 
treat" He had published several pamphlets on 
the efficacy of a paternal indulgence in the treat- 
ment of lunatics — ^pamphlets in which the pages 
quite bristled with Latin quotations. 

" I little thought, when I saw your advertise- 
ment in the Times some weeks ago, that I should 
ever be imder the necessity of appealing to you for 
assistance. Doctor Snaffley," said Rupert Goodwin; 
" but I regret to tell you that I do require your 
services. A young man, who is a kind of protege 
of my daughter's, something of an artist, em- 
ployed out of charity to mount some drawings of 
my son's, has been seized with a fever, under 
which his mind seems to have entirely given way. 
Mr. Granger will tell you that he has been treat- 
ing this young man for fever only ; but the malady 
appears to have its seat in the mind, or at least 
mainly tliere. He has therefore come to the con- 
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dusion that this is a case requiring quite another 
course of treatment — ^he has come to the conclu- 
sion that this unhappy young man is mad." 

" I beg your pardon, Mr. Godwin," interposed 
the surgeon ; " but I must remind you that the 
suggestion of madness first came from you." 

" Did it ?" asked the banker carelessly. 
"Well, it may be so— my memory is not quite 
<3lear upon that point The first direct sugges- 
tion may have come from me. You medical men 
only deal in hints and innuendos. You are so 
abominably cautious. Indirectly you suggested 
the idea of mental disease ; for I have been much 
too busy to give this imfortunate young man's 
<;ase any serious consideration." 

" Certainly, certainly," said Dr. Snaflfley, in a 
slow ponderous way, which, like his spotless shirt- 
front, seemed indicative of extreme respectability 
— a kind of social solidity. " Your duties, sir, 
are no doubt multifarious. We are aware of the 
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onerous duties of such a position as yours, Mr. 
Godwin." 

"You are very good," replied the banker. 
" But, however busy I may be, I must see that 
this young man is properly cared for. It is quite 
clear to my mind that he is mad. There seems 
no doubt as to tlie lamentable fact. Whether 
there is hereditary madness in this case I know 
not ; for the unhappy young man is a mere waif, 
without friends or connections, so far as I can 
understand, and quite penniless. I know nothing 
of his past history ; I only know that my daughter 
picked him up, almost starving, at a printseller's 
in Begent- street, where he was offering some 
drawings for sale, and that he has been employed 
in this house eVer since." 

" Very creditable to Miss Godwin's benevolent 
nature, I am sure," miu*mured Dr. Snaffley. 

" Under ordinary circumstances, this young 
man would of course be handed over to the proper 
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authorities, to be treated as a pauper lunatic. But 
I cannot suffer that My daughter has chosen to 
undertake a work of benevolence — ^the rescue of 
a fellow-creature from destitution and despair. 
Whatever the cost to myself, I am bound to carry 
out that work to its furthest limit ; so if this young 
man's mind is indeed gone, as I regret to say 
I believe it is, I am prepared to place him under 
your care, Dr. Snaffley, and to offer you whatever 
remuneration you may think fair and liberal." 

The doctor bowed. His cunning brown eyes 
twinkled with gratification at having secured an- 
oilier inmate for that peaceful and delightful home 
which he called the Retreat; but he dropped 
his eyelids, and affected disinterested feeling. 

" I am ready to serve you, Mr. Godwin," he 
said ; " and in serv^ing you it is very pleasant to 
serve also the cause of humaniiy. Your noble 
offer to protect this friendless young man is indeed 
worthy of a Christian. Let me see him. My 
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friend here, Mr. Granger, is prepared to give a 
certificate, I believe." 

^' Yes," answered the surgeon, shaking his 
head mournfully ; "I am really very sorry, but I 
am afraid there is no doubt about the case — the 
young man is mad. That rooted delusion, that 
morbid idea about an imaginary murder, can only 
result from madness. The fever has been got 
under, but the hallucination still remains. There 
are all the symptoms of insanity." 

Rupert Godwin sighed heavily. 

"It is very sad," he said. "My poor Julia 
will feel it deeply, for she had such a high opinion 
of the unfortunate young man's talents. I trust 
that you will bring the calmest deliberation to 
bear upon this case, gentlemen, and that you will 
decide nothing hastily." 

The banker rang a bell, and ordered a servant 
to conduct the two medical men to the invalid's 
apartment 
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The two men left him — one impressed with the 
generosity of his employer, the other delighted at 
the promise of profit 

Dr. Wilderson Snaffley was an unprincipled 
adventurer, who was a disgrace to the science 
which he made subservient to his own schemes. 
He was a man who throughout his life had en- 
riched himself by preying upon the weakness, or 
trading upon the wickedness, of his fellow-men. 
The Retreat was a kind of tomb, in which 
guilty secrets could be very easily hidden ; and 
some of the mysteries buried within those dismal 
walls were terrible ones. 

Dr. Snaffley was the last man to be deceived 
by hypocrisy, for he was himself an accomplished 
hypocrite. He penetrated the pretence of generosity 
beneath which Rupert Godwin sought to conceal 
his real purpose, and he perceived that there was 
some mysterious reason for the banker's benevo- 
l^ace towards a stranger. 
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" I understand," he thought, as he followed 
the servant upstairs. " I hare only to keep quiet, 
and I may make this business very profitable. 
One thing is perfectly dear : Mr. Godwin wants 
to get rid of his young friend." 

Dr. Snaflfley entered the room, while his fel- 
low-practitioner waited in an adjoining apart- 
ment 

Lionel Westford was lying in an uneasy 
slumber; but he was awakened by the entrance 
of the doctor, and opened his eyes in a wild, 
wondering stare. 

The proprietor of the Eetreat seated him- 
self in the easy-chair by the bed, and laid his 
hand softly on the wrist of the invalid. 

Lionel looked at him, and then turned away^ 
murmuring some low incoherent words. The 
doctor bent over him, listening intently ; but the 
young man's mind had gone back to the scenes 
of his early youth. He fancied himself a student 
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once more, amidst light-hearted companions — 
now at a boat-race, now at a wine-party. Hia 
feeble voice had a strangely melancholy sound as 
it strove to shape itself into a jovial shout or a 
cry of triumph. 

"Brazenose wins !" lie cried; "ten to one 
upon Brazenose ! Bravo, Brazenose !" 

The doctor knew that his patient was acting^ 
over again the scenes of a University career. 

" Ha, ha !" thought he; "this nameless, friend- 
less, penniless young man has been educated at 
one of the Universities. Thait looks rather strange^ 
Mr. Godwin. We shall find out something more 
by and by." 

He kept his place by the bedside, listening 
intently to Lionel's half-broken words. 

Presently the young man started up from his 
pillow, erect as a dart. 

"Murdered!" he cried. "My poor fether 
— my brave, noble-hearted father, murdered by 
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the hand of a villain, in the cellars below the 
northern wing !" 

Dr. Wilderson Snaffley's flabby face was al- 
ways pale, but it grew livid as he listened to 
these words. 

" The cellars below the northern wing," he 
muttered ; " why, the man is talking of this 
house I I knew that there was a mystery. Mul- 
der! That's a big word. So, Mr. Godwin, 
you seem to want my services very badly. 
People do not send their friends to the Retreat 
for nothing. A private madhouse is rather ex- 
pensive — an expensive luxury; but when people 
want to get rid of a troublesome acquaintance, 
they don't mind coming down handsomely." 

Again the doctor bent over the patient, and 
listened breathlessly. The young man had fallen 
back upon his pillow, and lay prostrate and 
exhausted. For some time the silence was only 
broken by incoherent murmurs ; and then Lionel 
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Spoke once more of the northern wing, the 
cellar-stairs, the foul deed that had been done 
in that accursed spot — ^all in broken sentences; 
but the doctor had been accustomed to listen to 
the ravings of a maniac, and he knew how to 
put those broken phrases together. 

" My father's blood I" exclaimed Lionel, in 
a hoarse whisper. " Yes, father, I saw the traces 
of that blood spilt by a murderer's hand. But 
the crime shall not go unpunished. Yes; your 
son shall track that guilty wretch to the gallows* 
Rupert Godwin — Rupert — her father !" 

It was such broken sentences as these which 
Dr. Wilderson Snaffley heard as he bent over the 
prostrate form of the invalid. He saw that 
Lionel Westford was suffering from brain-fever, 
and that his mind was distracted by the memory 
of some deed, the discovery of which had been 
the chief cause of his illness. 

Tlie proprietor of the Retreat was able 
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to discover what the simple Hertford surgeon 
had been utterly unable to understand; for to 
him the idea of any guilty deed done by Rupert 
Oodwin seemed so utterly preposterous, that he 
attributed Lionel's persistent accusations to the 
ravings of insanity. 

Dr. Wilderson Snaffley had made a fortune 
by the crimes of other men; and he was only 
familiar with the dai'kest and most hideous side 
of human nature. He was ready to believe any- 
thing. Cunning, false, designing, he knew how 
to turn guilty secrets to his own advantage 
without betraying his knowledge of them. 

He went downstairs presently, leaving his 
fellow -practitioner to enter the sick -chamber 
alone, and form his imbiassed opinion as to the 
condition of the patient. 

Dr. Snaffley found Rupert Godwin in his 
study. By no look or gesture did the banker 
betray impatienco or uneasiness ; and yet the 
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doctor knew very well that he was both im- 
patient and ttneasj. 

" Well, doctor," he said, " is there any hope 
for this poor young man ?" 

The doctor shrugged his shoulders and pursed 
his lips. 

"It is a very difficult case," he said; "a 
most critical case. I never met one at all re- 
sembling it. I can only see one chance of cure, 
und that is very hazardous." 

" What is the nature of this one chance ?" 

"I will tell you. This young man appears 
to be possessed with a monomania — a single 
delusion. Once dispel that, and you may restore 
the brain to its balance. Our patient has formed 
some idea about the cellars below the northern 
wing of this house. Your servants have told 
him some ghastly legend, I suppose, and he has 
dwelt so long upon its details, that his imagi- 
nation has become completely distempered by 
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queer fancies. Now, what I think ia this : Why 
not attempt to cure him by proving to him the 
absurdity of his delusion? He fancies that a 
murder has been committed in one of the rooms, 
or in one of the cellars, belonging to the northern 
wing. Have a public investigation of those rooms 
and cellars. Call in the assistance of the police, 
and let them search for traces of this imaginary 
murder. If there has been any foul deed done 
there, the secret of it will be brought to hght, 
and that would, of course, be a satisfaction to 
you, as owner of this house. If not — if this 
horrible story is only the invention of a dis- 
tempered brain, there is every chance that, when 
the young man has witnessed a practical investi- 
gation, he will see how foolish his fancies have 
been, and the balance of the mind will be 
restored." 

Throughout this speech Wilderson Snaffley 
had kept his eyes fixed upon the banker's face. 
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When he had finished speaking, Rupert Godwin 
shrugged his shoulders disdainfully. 

" My dear Doctor Snaffley," he said, " I 
begin to think that madhouse physicians do in- 
deed catch a little of their patients' disease. 
Can you for a moment imagine that any reve- 
lation of the groundlessness of this unhappy yomig 
man's fancies will dispel them, and restore him 
to reason? What arguments can ever induce 
the ghost -seer to disbelieve in his phantom? 

No ; he believes to the end, and perhaps dies a 

victim to the visitations of a shadow which he 

conjures out of his own brain." 

" Then you will not attempt my plan ? You 

will not cause any investigation of the grounds 

for this man's story ?" 

" There are no grounds. No, Doctor Snaffley. 

Cure your patient if you can ; but you must devise 

some better means than this before you will cure 

him." 

VOL. m. M 
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"Be it so, then," answered the proprietor 
of the Eetreat, still watching the face of the 
banker with a fixed and searching gaze. "Be it 
so. I am prepared to certify to this young 
man's insanity; and I am willing to take him 
imder my charge, and to keep him in my es- 
tablishment, pledging myself to insure his safe 
keeping. T am willing to do this ; but I shall 
expect a liberal compensation for my trouble." 

" Name your terms." 

" Five hundred a year." 

" Humph !" muttered the banker. " Are not 
those absurdly extravagant terms, taking into 
consideration the position of the patient ?" 

" No, Mr. Godwin ; the terms are not by any 
means extravagant, taking into consideration the 
nature of the case^'* answered Doctor Wilderson 
Snaflfley. 

The two men looked at each other. It was 
only for a moment that their eyes met ; but Ru- 
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pert Godwin knew that his secret was divined 
by tlie doctor. 

" Agreed," said the banker ; " I accept your 
terms." 

At ten o'clock that night Lionel Westford was 
removed from Wilmingdon Hall to the Ketreat, 
which was situated in a very lonely part of the 
county, some ten miles from the banker's mansion. 
He was taken away in a close carriage, lying 
upon a mattress. An opiate prepared by Dr. 
Snaffley had been administered to him; and he 
dept too soundly to give any trouble to those who 
conveyed him to his new home. 
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Rupert Godwin did not quit Wilmingdon Hall 
quite so soon as he had told Mrs. Melville he in- 
tended to leave it; but he contrived that the 
widow should take her departure some time be- 
fore the removal of Lionel Westford by Doctor 
Snaffley and his myrmidons. 

In the solitude of her own apartments, Julia 
Godwin heard nothing of what was passing in her 
father's house. She lay upon a sofa in her own 
room, not sleeping, but oppressed by a kind of 
stupor. She felt as though she would have been 
glad to die, that in the repose of death she might 
no longer be haunted by the memory of her father's 
guilt. 

Mrs. Melville had tried to gain admission to 



Digitized 



by Google 



GIBT WITH FIRE. 165 

Julia's room, but found the door locked. The 
unhappy girl feigned to be asleep, and made no re- 
ply to the widow's anxious entreaties for admittiipce. 

The banker had behaved very liberally to his 
daughter's companion; but, accomplished hypo- 
crite as he was, Mrs. Melville could not help sus- 
pecting that he must have some reason for wishing 
her to leave his house so suddenly. 

The widow thought there was something 
wrong, but imagined that the banker was har- 
assed by some commercial difficulty — perhaps 
threatened by ruin; and she considered herself 
fortunate in securing an advance of six months 
upon her very handsome salary, when other 
people might lose by a bankruptcy. 

She left the Hall, therefore, in excellent spirits, 
after bidding adieu to Mr. Godwin, who promised 
to communicate with her as soon as he and his 
daughter were settled at Brighton. 

At eleven o'clock that night all was quiet in 
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Wilmingdcm Hall, and the banker strode up and 
down the dining-room, after dismissing the ser- 
vant who had attended upon him. 

The habits of the household were early. At 
ten o'clock all except the servant who waited on 
Mr. Godwin had retired to their several apart- 
ments. By eleven all was still as the grave ; and, 
pacing to and fro the large empty room, Rupert 
Godwin was able to contemplate his position with 
something like calmness. 

''He is safe," the banker mutfcered, ^^and 
will remain so, while I can pay that man, who 
has fathomed my secret and means to profit by 
it So long as I can satisfy his exorbitant claim, 
all will be secure in that quarter. How much 
simpler would have been the effect of that draught, 
had not some devilry interfered to prevent its 
being administered! Nothing could have been 
more natural than that young man's death; and 
a decent funeral would have won for me the re- 
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putation of a kind and liberal patron. However, 
at the worst, he is safe. The next thing from 
which I have cause for fear is my daughter's 
suspicions. She knows something ; but how much 
does she know? That is the point. Was hers 
the hand which interposed so mysteriously be- 
tween that draught and the Lps for which it was 
intended ? Was it she who baflBed my plans, and 
put my neck in danger of the gallows ? "And will 
she consider it her duty to betray her father? 
These are fearful questions; but, come what 
may, I must know the worst. I will face this 
girl, hear what she has to say, and learn how far 
she dare accuse me." 

The banker took one of the candlesticks from 
the dining-room table, and went upstairs to his 
daughter's room. 

He knocked, and waited, listening for some 
moments ; but there was no answer. 

He knocked again, with the same result 
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Then he spoke : 

"Julia," he said, in a low but resolute tone, 
"it is I — ^your father. I beg you to admit me 
immediately." 

He heard his daughter's footsteps slowly ap- 
proaching the door, and then a low voice ans- 
wered, in broken accents : 

" Pray pardon me, papa. I cannot see you 
to-night. I am distracted with an excruciating 
headache, and really cannot see anyone." 

" I cannot accept that excuse, Julia ; I must 
see you, and immediately. I command you to 
admit me. I insist upon knowing your reasons 
for this most extraordinary conduct." 

" Father, for pity's sake — " cried the miser- 
able girl, in an imploring voice that was broken 
by hysterical sobs. 

"If you do not unlock your door immedi- 
ately, I will burst it open," rejoined the banker 
resolutely. 
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He had the desperate resolution of a man who 
feels that despair is close upon him, that death and 
danger are tracking his footsteps, and that only 
indomitable courage can save him from the fate 
he has merited. 

The key turned in the lock. The banker 
opened the door, and entered his daughter's apart- 
ment. 

He shuddered, as he stood in presence of 
the girl, whose glorious beauty had been wont to 
shine upon him radiant with youth and happiness. 
To-night, he beheld the pale face of a woman 
whose heart has been racked with the anguish of 
despair. That colourless face looked spddened 
with tears. The dark luxuriant hair hung loosely 
about Julia Godwin's shoulders ; her hands were 
locked together, her white lips trembled convul- 
sively, as «he averted her gaze from the father 
whom she had once loved so dearly, but whose pre- 
sence now inspired her with horror. 
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** Julia," said tiie banker, ^^ I want to know 
the meaning of your conduct to-day. Why have 
you secluded yourself in tliis unusual manner, so 
obstinately refusing to admit anyone to your 
room?" 

*^ I have been very ilL" 

" In that case you must see the doctor. I 
will send one of the servants for Mr. Granger 
immediately." 

" There is no occasion. My illness is not 
one that can be cured by Mr. Granger. It 
is an illness of the mind, rather than of the 
body." 

" Julia I" cried the banker sternly, " are you 
going mad ? There was something in your man- 
ner when you spoke to me this morning that 
was unlike the conduct of a. rational being. What 
is amiss with you ?' 

His daughter was silent. For a few moments 
she stood quite motionless, with her hands clasped. 
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and her eyes fixed upon her father's face with a 
heart-rending expression. 

'' Father/' she said^ after that brief silence^ 
^' I had a dream last night — a dream so horrible, 
that it has oppressed me throughout the day. 
I cannot shake it off. It clings to me still. It 
will haunt me till I find forgetfulness in the 
grave. Shall I tell you that hideous dream ?" 
" Yes ; if telling it will give you relief." 
" Nothing can give me relief. There is no- 
thing but misery for me henceforward upon this 
earth. But I will tell you my dream. I dreamt 
last night that the sick man lying in this house 
was menaced by some terrible danger. I did 
not know the nature of the peril; but I knew 
that it was deadly peril, and close at hand. I 
thought that — ^guided always by some subtle in- 
stinct that was stronger than reason — I left my 
room in the dead of the night, resolved to watch 
over the helpless invalid, to save him if possible 



Digitized 



by'Google 



172 KUPEKT GODWIN. 

firom the danger that threatened him. I did 
leave my room, and crept along the corridor 
with stealthy footsteps. I went into Mr. Wil- 
ton's room, and found that the old woman who 
was set to watch him had fallen asleep at her 
post. That was the first part of the danger." 

" Humph 1" muttered the banker, " a com- 
monplace dream enough, and a very natural one. 
You have troubled yourself a good deal more 
than was necessary or becoming about this pro- 
tege of yours." 

"That is only the beginning of my dream, 
father," answered Julia; "you will find the end 
of it neither commonplace nor natural. I had 
not been in the sick-room many moments, when 
I was startled by the »ound of stealthy footsteps 
in the corridor outside. The same instinct that 
had prompted me to seek the sick man's apart- 
ment, prompted me now to hide — or it might 
be only a feeling of embarrassment at my strange 
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position. I had no time for reflection ; so, obey- 
ing the impulse of the moment, I concealed my- 
self behind the curtains of the bed. From that 
hiding-place I saw a man enter the room. I 
saw the hand of a murderer mix poison with the 
medicine which was to be administered to the 
sleeper. I saw the assassin's face; yes, father, 
as plainly as I see yours at this moment. 0, 
Heaven! have pity upon me; when shall I for- 
get the horror of that time ?" 

"Pshaw!" exclaimed Rupert Godwin; "dis- 
tempered dreams like these arise from a dis- 
ordered brain. Beware how you indulge in them, 
Julia. They are the forerunners of madness. 
Such youth and beauty as yours would be sadly 
wasted in the padded room'^of a private lunatic 
asylum. Take my advice, Julia, and do not give 
way to the influence of evil dreams, lest such a 
fate should be yours." 

This advice sounded like a threat But Julia 
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Grodwin did not quail beneath her fether's stern 
gaze or threatening tone. 

" It would be better to be really mad than 
to suflFer as I do," she said. 

"Why should this dream affect you? It is 
as absurd and inconsequential as dreams usually 
are. What motive should anyone have for mur- 
dering your protege? Besides, how did you know 
that the liquid mixed with the draught was 
poison ?" 

"Because — in my dream — I caused the 
draught to be analysed — or, at least, I considted 
a surgeon as to its nature, and he told me that 
it contained prussic acid." 

"A very strange dream. Come, Julia, let 
me hear no more of this folly. I shall remove 
you from here to-morrow, and shall take you 
with me to Brighton. If I do not speedily find 
you recovered from these morbid fancies, I shall 
conclude that your mind is seriously aflPected, 
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and I shall place you under the charge of a 
medical man accustomed to deal with mental 
disorder." 

"You would do that, father?" asked Julia; 
"you would declare me to be mad, and give 
me over to the care of a stranger?" 

"Yes, I would do so without a moment's 
hesitation," answered the banker resolutely, "if 
I saw reason for such a course. Once for all, 
I tell you, I will endure no folly of the 
kind which you have practised to-day. I know 
how to act when I am assailed by the morbid 
fancies of madness; and to prove my power to 
protect myself from the folly of others, I will 
tell you of something that has happened to-day 
— something that is not a dream. But, first, come 
with me." 

Eupert Godwin led the way to the apart- 
ment which had lately been occupied by Lionel 
Westford. 
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" You see, Julia," he said, pointing to the 
bed upon which the young man had so lately 
been lying, " this person, in whom you take so 
much interest that you must needs dream hor- 
rible dreams about him, has disappeared : you 
will never see him again." 

" Great Heaven !" cried Julia, "he is dead ! 
And you — you dare tell me this 1" 

"He is not dead; but he is as completely 
lost to the living as if he were buried in the 
deepest grave that was ever dug for mortal man. 
He was like you, Julia; and he had foolish 
fancies. He was tormented by some absurd idea 
about a murder — a foul deed which had no ex- 
istence save in his o^-n distempered imagination, 
but which, little by little, had shaped itself into 
a reality. Poor fellow! he could not abandon 
his dream, and the end of it is, that two qualified 
practitioners have pronounced him a confirmed 
maniac, and to-night he will sleep in that living 
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tomb — a private lunatic asylum. And now, Julia, 
you can return to your room; I think we shall 
understand each other in future; and you will 
trouble me no more by the relation of ghastly 
dreams, that are as meaningless as they are un- 
pleasant" 

Once more the eyes of the father and daughter 
met — ^ihe girl's expression sorrowful, despairing; 
the man's gaze proudly defiant, with the defiance 
of a fiend. 

Julia did not utter another word. She turned 
fi'om her father, and left the room with a slow 
step and a drooping head. It seemed to her aa 
if the end of the world had come. She felt that 
she could not endure life now that her father 
had revealed himself to her in his true character* 

And the man she loved, what of him ? 

"Heaven give me power to think calmly I" 
she murmured on her knees in her own room. 
^^ Let me plan some means for watching over 
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him. An impulse, inspired by Providence, en- 
abled me to save him from an untimely death. 
May the same Providence watch over him now 
in his helplessness, and enable me to rescue 
him from a life that can be little better than 

death!" 

« « « « « 

Early next morning the banker went to his 
daughter's room, to order her immediate pre- 
paration for departure from Wiimingdon Hall. 
He intended to take her to London by an early 
train, and thence to Brighton. 

He. found her rooms empty. Julia Goodwin 
had fled from the home which had sheltered her 
from her girlhood. 

This was the last blow that fell upon him 
before he left Hertfordshire, and the stroke was 
a crushing one. 



Digitized 



by Google 



CHAPTER X. 

THB CLEKK'S STOBT. 

While Gilbert Thomleigli was employed in putting 
the case of Hirley Westford's disappearance into 
the hands of the police, Clara sat in her shabby 
lodging, brooding over the troubles which en- 
vironed her, until it seemed as if there was not 
one ray of sunshine to illumine the darkness of 
her fate. 

The mysterious disappearance of her daughter 
— ^her beloved Violet — was almost more horrible to 
contemplate than the dark fate of her brave and 
true-hearted husband. 

Harley Westford might have died the victim of 
treachery — he might have perished by the pitiless 
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hand of the assassin ; but the fate of Violet might 
be something worse than death. 

Shame — disgrace — degradation! These were 
the dangers which the mother dreaded for the 
daughter she loved. And she was quite helpless. 
She knew not what step to take — ^how to attempt 
a rescue of the lost girl. Sorrows had crowded 
upon her with a bewildering rapidity, and the 
sufferer succumbed beneath the force of a burden 
which hourly grew heavier and harder to bear. 
The revelation made by Gilbert Thornleigh had 
been the last overwhelming blow; and Clara 
Westford sat in a listiess attitude, helpless, nerve- 
less, apathetic, like a creature who had outlived aU 
sense of sorrow. " Who am I ? and where am I ?" 
she asked herself; " are these troubles real, or are 
they part of some long feverish dream ?" 

There comes a stage in human sorrow when 
the sufferer seems to lose all hold upon realiiy. 
The victim cannot understand why the chastise- 
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ment should be so heavy, the cup of anguish so 
bitter and so deep. The brain refuses to grapple 
with the horrible realities that crowd upon it 
There is a merciful pause in life's fever, a dull 
apathy, which may perhaps be designed to save 
the anguish-stricken suflPerer from madness. 

For Clara Westford this pause, this apathy, did 
not last long. 

One joy, at least, was in store for the woman 
upon whom so many sorrows had come with 
crushing force during the last twelve months — one 
joy, so wild and deep in its intensiiy, that the 
overwrought brain could scarcely sustain the 
sudden shock of so much joy. 

While Clara Westford sat by her bedside, 
with her head lying wearily upon the pillow, her 
tearless eyes fixed on the dingy ceiling above 
her with a blank unseeing stare, carriage-wheels 
soimded in the street below, and a vehicle drew up 

close at hand. 

y 
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The bedchamber opened out of the sitting- 
room, and the door of oommnnication between 
them was open. Clara rushed to the window, and 
looked down into the street Her heart throbbed 
tumultuously. She was in that over-excited state 
in which every incident alarms the mind. 

A very handsome cloee carriage, simple in its 
appointments, but drawn by a superb pwr of horses, 
was standing before the door of the house. A 
bright face appeared at the window of the car- 
riage — a lovely face, framed in clusteing golden 
hair ; a fece which seemed like that of an angel 
to Clara Westford, for it was the &oe of her 
daughter. 

A servant opened the door of the carriage, and 
Violet alighted. She rushed into the house, and 
her mother heard the light familiar footstep hurry- 
ing up the stairs. 

She burst into a torrent of tears, the first she 
had shed since her daughter's disappearance, and 
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in the next moment Violet was clasped in her 
mother's arms. 

Clara Westford saw that this was no heart- 
broken, dishonom'ed girl, who returned thus, ra- 
diant and smiling, to bury her beautiful face on 
her mother's breast, and to cry amidst her passion- 
ate sobs : 

" Dear mother, I have come back to you ! I 
have been rescued by a kind and noble friend ; 
and we shall be happy together once more." 

As she spoke the door was opened, and an 
elderly lady entered — a lady with a pale gentle 
face that had once been beautiful, and smoothly 
banded silver hair. This lady wa^s the Dowager 
Marchioness of Roxleydale. 

" I have brought you back your daughter, 
Mrs. Westford," said the Marchioness ; " and I 
feel that I deserve your thanks, for the treasure I 
restore to you is a priceless one. If I have learnt to 
love this dear girl in a few hours, how tenderly 



Digitized 



by Google 



184 RUrERT GODWIN. 

must you love her who have known her for a Ufe- 
time !" 

The mother's heart was full to overflowing. 
She uttered no word relating to Gilbert Thom- 
leigh's return, or to the ghastly mystery involved 
in Captain Westford's disappearance. Her child 
was restored to her, and she taught herself to 
smile, while her heart was still racked by anx- 
iety, that no cloud should overshadow the joy 
of Violet's return. 

The Marchioness did not remain long with 
the mother and daughter. 

" I will not intrude upon your happiness," she 
said ; " but I shall hope not to lose sight of this 
sweet girl, whom my son's wicked folly, instigated, 
I am sure, by bad advisers, has involved in so 
much trouble. I shall pay some visits while I am 
in town, and return to Essex this evening. But 
whenever I come to London I shall make a point 
of calling upon you. Violet has told me a good 
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deal of her history; and if I can find any way of 
serving either herself or her brother through the 
influence of my friends, I shall not be slow to do 
so. In the mean time, she has given me a promise 
not to return to the perilous life of ^ theatre, as 
with her attainments and accomplishments, assisted 
by my hearty recommendation, she cannot fail to 
obtain very remunerative employment as a daily 
governess. There are people in the world who 
know how to respect the ladies to whom they in- 
trust the education of their children. I shall make 
it my business to find a lady in whose employ- 
ment Violet will feel that she is respected and 
esteemed." 

The Marchioness pressed Clara Westford's 
hand, and kissed Violet almost as affectionately 
as if the grateful girl had been indeed her 
daughter. 

When she was gone, the mother and child 
sat down side by side, happy in the delight of 
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being once more together ; so happy in this, that 
the wife forgot for a few moments the mystery 
of her husband's disappearance. 

But that bitter memory was rery swift to 
return; and it was only by heroic self-oontrol 
that Clara contrived to keep her daughter in 
ignorance of the sjixiety which was gnawing at 
her heart 

While they were sitting together, talking of 
Violet's escape from danger, and of the warm 
frigid she had found at a moment when she 
seemed to be surrounded by enemies, the servant 
of the house came into the room, and handed 
a visiting-card to Mrs. Westford. 

It was a dirty-lookiug, old-fashioned card, 
and upon it was inscribed a name that seemed 
vaguely familiar to Clara : 

Mr. Jacob Dantelson. 

Who erdreats Mrs. Westford to grant him a 

private interview. 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE clerk's story. 187 

These words were written in p^icil below 
the name on the card. 

" Danielson I" murmured the widow ; " I 
have an idea that the name was once familiar 
to me. And yet that may be only fancy — it is 
such a common name." 

"The persing seemed very anxious to see 
you, mem," said the girl who had brought the 
card. 

" What sort of person is he ?" 

"A little old man, mem; very shabby and 
commcm-looking, with a hump on his pore old 
back, mem. He said he had somethink very 
partiottlar to tell you." 

" Something particular to tell me I If it 
should be — I will see him, Susan," exclaimed 
the widow, with sudden agitation. " Go to 
your room, dear. I must see this man alone." 

The slipshod maid -of- all -work ran down- 
stairs to admit the stranger ; and Clara Westford 
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half led, half pushed Violet into the inner room, 
before the anxious girl had time to inquire into 
the cause of her mother's agitation. 

In the next minute Jacob Danielson entered 
the little sitting-room, his hat in his hand, his 
head bent in a respectful attitude. 

"What is your business, sir?" asked Clara 
Westford, looking at him very anxiously. 

" You do not remember me, madam?" 

" Remember you ? No I" 

" And yet it is only a day or two since 
you saw me. I am Mr. Rupert Godwin's confi- 
dential clerk — ^the person of whom you and a 
young sailor made some inquiries respecting your 
missing husband." 

" Yes, yes I" cried Clara eagerly ; " I remem- 
ber. And you have something to tell me? For 
pity's sake do not trifle with me ! If you knew 
what I suffer — " 

"I have something to tell you, madam — I 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE clerk's story. 189 

have much to tell you. But I cannot yet give 
you any information about your husband. I 
come to you to-day to make you the oflfer of 
my friendship. But perhaps you will despise 
such an offer from such a person as I am ?" 

" Despise your friendship ! No, indeed, Mr. 
Danielson ; I am in too much need of friends to 
despise the kindly feeling even of a stranger." 

"You are changed, Mrs. Westford," mur- 
mured the old clerk ; " very much changed 
since I knew you." 

"Since you knew me!" exclaimed Clara. 
"Have we ever been known to each other? 
Your name just now seemed familiar to me; 
but I have no recollection of you." 

" No, Mrs. Westford !" cried Jacob Daniel- 
son, with a sudden burst of passion; "you 
cannot remember me, because the stamp of de- 
gradation is upon me. It is more than twenty 
years since I knew you. I was a man then, 
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with some rOTinant of self-respect, though the 
world had begun to teach me how vile a thing 
I was, in my misshapen form, my low birth, 
my hopeless poverty. But I was a man then, 
with a man's ambitious yearnings to climb some 
few steps of life's great ladder. Now you look 
only upon a degraded ruin — the hideous wreck 
of that which was once a man. Mrs. Westford, 
do you remember, when you were completing 
your education at your father's country seat, 
the humpbacked village schoolmaster who was 
employed to teach you classics ? Do you remem- 
ber reading Virgil during the summer afternoons, 
before you had grown too grand a lady to care 
about old Latin fables ?" 

" I do remember the schoolmaster at the dear 
old park !" cried Clara. " Yes ; and he was 
called Danielson. I knew that the name was 
familiar to me. And you are that very Mr. 
Danielson ? Ah, then indeed you are sadlv 

Digitized by dOOQlC 



THE CLEKK's story. 191 

changed. I should never have recognised 

you." 

" Yet I am not so much changed as the 
daughter of Sir John Ponsonby," said the clerk, 
with an intensity of bitterness, " if she can deign 
to feel one spark of compassion for the wretch 
who stands before her." 

^^What do yom mean^ Mr. Danielson? It 
has not been my habit to refiise pity to anyone 
who needed ii" 

" Indeed !" cried Jacob Daiaielson, with sud- 
den vehemence. "Ah I I see you have a con- 
vaiient memory, Mrs. Westford. You have 
quite forgotten the day on which the hump- 
backed scholar was beaten like a rebellious hound 
at your bidding !" 

" Beaten I" exclaimed Clara, " at my bidding I 
What, in Heaven's name, do you mean ?" 

" 0, Mrs. Westford, you have indeed forgotten 
the past," said the clerk, in tones of quiet irony. 
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" I have forgotten nothing," answered Clara. 
" Pray sit down quietly and explain yourself. 
There must be some mistake in all this." 

The clerk dropped listlessly into a chair. 

"It is so easy for the person who strikes the 
blow to forget," he murmured, " but not so easy 
for the victim on whom the blow falls." 

Clara looked at him, with perfect mystification 
in her coimtenance. 

" I am weary of these enigmas," she said 
coldly; "pray speak plainly, Mr. Danielson." 

"I will," answered the clerk; "I will go 
back to the day when you were seventeen years 
of age — ^yes, it was your seventeenth birthday; 
and I had been teaching you for a year theuj 
and had found you the brightest pupil whose apt 
intelligence ever sent a thrill of pride through 
a master's heart ft was your birthday. You 
and some happy girls of your own age were to 
celebrate the day by a rustic /^fe. You were 
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busy, decorating your favourite rooms with gar- 
lands of flowers, when I came that morning to 
give you your usual lesson. You told me that 
you were to have a holiday — ^there were to be 
no studies that day; but when 1 would have 
turned to leave you. Heaven knows how sorrow- 
fully, you called me back, and invited me — ^me, 
the humpbacked, low-born, village schoolmaster 
— to share th^ day's pleasure, to join in the sim- 
ple festival. 

" Can I ever forget that day? Have I ever 
forgotten it? No, Mrs. Westford, not once in 
all these long dreary years has the memory of 
that bright summer morning faded away from 
me. I have drowned it in fiery drink — I have 
maddened my miserable brains with brandy ; but 
I have never forgotten, and I never shall. Upon 
my deathbed the memory of my youth's one pas- 
sion wiU haunt me still, as it has haunted me aU 
my life. 

VOL. III. o 
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" I can see you now as I saw you that day, 
Qara. Ah, let me call you Clara once more, as 
I did on that fatal day — as I have called you in 
my dreams ever since, as I shall call you with 
my latest breath when I die! What can it 
matter to you if such a wretch as I am in- 
solent in the madness of my idolatry? What 
am I but a worm beneath your feet? Yes, Clara, 
I can see you now as I saw you then, with your 
soft brown hair falling in ringlets to your waist, 
and shot with wandering gleams of gold ; your 
large dark eyes, blue with the serene azure of 
the skies; your parted lips, more lovely than if 
they had been sculptured out of coral* I had 
Catullus and Horace at my fingers' ends in those 
days, and all manner of poetic fancies used to 
arise in my mind as I looked at you. A gar- 
land of white lilies crowned your brow ; but the 
loveliest of them was not fisiirer than yom^f. 
You were pleased to be gracious to me; you 
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bade me help you with the baskets of June 
roses, the honeysuckle, the seringa, which you 
were twining into wreaths and festoons to deco- 
rate your pretty rooms. The proud baronet's 
lovely daughter did not know that the hump- 
backed schoolmaster was so mad, so presumptu- 
ous, as to love her with a devotion which the 
fairest of womankind does not always inspire 
even once in a lifetime — the devotion of the 
slavish idolater, who cries. Give me leave only 
to lie upon the ground under your feet, that I 
may be trampled out of life by the creature I 
adore ! 

" Clara I" cried the clerk, with subdued vehe- 
mence, " I went mad altogether that day — I lost 
all consciousness of who and what I was. I might 
have had the rank of a duke, the wealth of a mil- 
lionaire, the beauiy of an Adonis, for all the re- 
collection I had of the monstrous gulf that sepa- 
rated you and me. I remembered only that you 
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were beautifii], and that I loved you. In an evil 
moment my folly reached its climax. I spoke. 
I told you alL In one instant I was reminded 
of the audacity to which my wild passion had 
urged me. The daughter of Sir John Ponsonby 
answered my mad burst of passionate prayer with 
quiet dignity. She did not rebuke my presump- 
tion, but she let me understand how much I had 
presumed. Had all ended here, Clara, I could 
have borne my deserved humiliation, and I should 
have cherished your image as that of the purest 
and best of womankind, aa well as the loveliest 
But my pimishment did not so end. Your wrath 
was not appeased by my humble apology. I 
slunk away from you abashed, repentant, and, 
as I thought, forgiven. You had deceived me 
by an appearance of mercy which you did not 
feel. As I was crossing the park, dejected, 
miserable, with my heart bleeding, and tears that 
were not all unmanly in my eyes, I was pursued, 
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seized roughly, violently, by a couple of lacqueys, 
and dragged by brute force to your father's study, 
where the infiiriated baronet sprang on me, and 
horsewhipped me until I was unable to crawl 
from his presence. Then only was liis fury ap- 
peased. He sent for a surgeon, and imder the 
cover of night I was carried home to my lonely 
dwelling, where I recovered from my wounds as 
I might, unnoticed and unaided — except by a deaf 
old village crone who succoured me in my help- 
lessness, and never thought of questioning the na- 
ture of my illness, which 1 told her arose from 
rheumatism. 

" Call it cowardice, if you like ; I sought no 
redress from the man who had assaulted me; I 
kept the secret of my wrongs, and, as soon as I 
was sufficiently recovered, I threw up my situa- 
tion and came to London, leaving my native place 
for ever, and leaving it a heartbroken man. 

" You had found it impossible to forgive the 
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wretch who dared to love you, Clara, and who 
in an evil hour told you of his love. You urged 
your father to avenge a wrong which some wo- 
men would have been merciful enough to pardon 
— for even the love of a Caliban is a kind of 
tribute." 

" It is false I" cried Mrs. Westford, with 
passionate energy ; "I never mentioned your 
name to my father on that day. I never knew 
until this moment that you had suffered an in- 
digniiy, such a cruel wrong, at his hands. I 
remember, now, that my French governess was 
in the conservatory adjoining the room in which 
we were standing when you made that foolish 
avowal which I forgave as completely as I re- 
gretted that it should have been spoken. She 
overheard all, and threatened to tell my father. 
I implored her not to betray you, and I believed 
until this moment that she had kept your secret. 
For myself, I should have been the last to inflict 
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humiliation upon a man whose learning I re- 
spected, and for whose patient kindness as a tutor 
I had good reason to be grateftd." 

"Mrs. Westford, is this true?" asked the 
clerk earnestly. 

" Look in my face, and doubt me if you can," 
answered Clara, 

" No, I cannot doubt you," answered Daniel- 
son, with a burst of emotion. " Truth beams from 
the eyes whose loveliness has haimted me through- 
out a lifetime. 0, how I have wronged you! 
But it is not yet too late to repair that wrong ; 
and it shall be repaired. Trust in me, Clara 
Westford ; you have found a friend who will 
restore you your rights — an avenger who will 
bring. your enemy, Rupert Godwin, to justice." 
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CHAPTER XL 

THE DUKE OF HARLINGFORD MAKES A DISCOVERY. 

Esther Vanberg was buried in a churchyard 
north-west of London, a rustic spot on the summit 
of a hill — a churchyard in which a poet might love 
to lie and dream away the summer hours. Old 
yew-trees spread their solemn shadows on the 
velvet grass, and the pure hues of white marble 
monuments glimmered here and there among the 
dark foliage. 

The Jewess had noticed this spot once when 
riding a little way out of town with her devoted 
lover ; and she had said, half playfully, that if she 
could choose her own grave she would desire 
nothing better than to be buried in that seques- 
tered churchyard. 
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Vincent Mountford, who forgot no sentiment 
that those beloved lips had ever expressed, took 
care that this wish should be religiously observed. 

The Jewess was buried in one of the fairest 
spots in that rustic churchyard. The funeral was 
entirely without ostentation, and there was only 
one mourner; but perhaps there are few graves 
over which such tears are shed as those which 
filled the eyes of Vincent Mountford, while the 
rector was reading the solemn service of the dead. 

All was over, and the young man drove slowly 
back to town. All was over I Alas, how much 
anguish is conveyed in those three little words! 

The last oflSce of love had been performed, and 
there was no more to be done but to leave the 
quiet churchyard where the loved one lay in a 
tranquil slumber, 

** Deeper than the frost can bite. 
Deeper than the hail can smite, 
Deep asleep by day and night, 
Our deUght" 

VOL. III. P 



Digitized 



by Google 



202 RUPERT GODWIN. 

For a time at least the Duke of Harlingford 
was a broken-hearted man. The glories of his 
fom*-in-hand, the finest team in England, had no 
further charm for him. Other men of his class 
were deep in the delights and excitements of 
English races and regattas, or hurrying off to 
ride in continental steeplechases, or to lose their 
money at German spas. But Vincent Mountford 
felt as if these things could give him no more 
pleasure; they were aU alike "stale, flat, and un- 
profitable," and he turned firom his familiar friends 
with a kind of loathing. 

^^ I never saw a fellow so awfully cut up," said 
the Duke's intimates to each other dolefiilly. 
" There'll be no shooting at Mountford's place 
this season, and no chance of his standing in 
for a moor with Bothwell Wallace, as he talked of 
doing." 

It is a bad day for wild Prince Hal's com- 
panions when the prince takes to wearing sack- 
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cloih and bestrewing his head with ashes. There 
were some irreverent worldlings who complained 
that it was a hard thing Miss Vanberg must needs 
break her back before the shooting-season, and 
at a time when the grouse promised more than 
usually good sport. 

Vincent Mountford wrote to one of the first 
sculptors in England, begging him to design a 
monument for the grave of a dearly-loved friend — 
a lady who had died in the zenith of her days ; 
but he did not reveal the name of her whose tomb 
that monument was to adorn. 

" Let her sleep far away from the memories of 
her wasted life," he thought sadly; " and let those 
who look upon her resting-place know only that 
she was young and beautiftd and beloved." 

A sad task remained for Vincent Mountford 
after the burial of the Jewess. He had promised 
to examine her papers, to arrange the many 
valuable things she left behind her, and to see 
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that the proceeds of their sale were handed over 
to the girl whom Esther Vanberg had so deeply 
injured. 

This girl was only known to the Duke as Miss 
Watson, the figurante of the Circenses. From 
the stage-doorkeeper at the theatre he obtained 
Violet's address ; then sent for his lawyer, and 
placed in his hands the carrying out of Esther's 
last wish. 

But before the day appointed for the sale — 
before the auctioneer's assistants entered the hijou 
little residence in Bolton-row, and those ex- 
pensive frivolities on which Esther had squandered 
a small fortune pour se distrairey were duly set 
forth in the flourishing language of a fashion- 
able auctioneer's catalogue — ^Vincent Mountford 
went alone to examine and destroy the papers 
left by the Jewess, so that nothing which she 
might have wished to keep sacred should fall into 
the hands of strangers. The task was a very pain- 
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" Your daughter, your abandoned, forgotten 
daughter, would have cursed you on her dying 
bed, Rupert Godwin," said the Duke solemnly, 
"if the shadow of death had not softened all 
things before her eyes. She uttered no word of 
love or forgiveness — she only told me the story 
of her life. The days of duelling are past, or I 
might tell you more plainly what I think of a 
man who leaves two helpless women to starve in 
the streets of London. As it is, I will say only 
that you and I had better meet as strangers after 
to-nighi" 

The Duke bowed gravely, and turned his back 
upon the man who had once carried his head so 
proudly amongst the noblest frequenters of that 
room. Now he had no word of defiance to utter. , 

He felt that the fatal circle was narrowing.^ 

A strange influence had been upon him for the 

last few days, and all his old hardihood of spirit 

seemed to have deserted him. 

VOL. III. R 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE FACE OF THE LOST. 

The Retreat, the abode in which Dr. Wilder- 
son Snaffley received his patients, was a place 
which seemed eminently calculated to drive the 
sanest person mad. 

Dismal walls of an unusual height, and orna- 
mented at the top with iron spikes, surrounded a 
dreary wilderness of tangled bushes and tall lean 
poplars, which was designated a garden. In the 
centre of this garden stood a high square house ; 
a house which had once been white, but from 
whose damp-stained walls the stucco had peeled 
off in« great patches. Long rows of curtainless 
windows, every one the precise pattern of its 
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neighbour, looked out upon the dismal wilderness. 
There were not even blinds to shut out the glaring 
heat of the sun ; but wooden shutters, painted 
black, swung to and fro before the windows with 
every gust of wind, and the rusty hinges made 
a dreary creaking noise, that was like the groan- 
ing of a human creature in pain. 

This was the place of which Dr. Snaffley spoke 
so pleasantly to the friends of his patients, de- 
scribing it always as " a delightful country man- 
sion, standing in the midst of its own grounds." 

But the doctor knew his patrons ; and he was 
not deluded by the sympathetic looks or com- 
passionate phrases of the people who intrusted 
their relatives to his keeping, and who took no 
trouble to ascertain the nature of the place that 
sheltered the afflicted creatures, or the comforts 
that softened their calamity. Dr. Snaffley knew 
that no one who entered the gates of the Eetreat 
would have committed a beloved relative to his 
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care. The Tinfortunates who came to that dark 
abode were people who were to be got Ad of. No 
matter how cheerless the home, how wretchedly 
furnished the rooms, how miserable the daily- 
fare, how chill and damp the atmosphere; the 
patients were only likely to die the sooner, and the 
bitterly-grudged stipend cease to be paid. 

Dr. Snaffley took patients at diflferent rates, 
for he varied his charge according to the circum- 
stances of the persons who employed him. His 
policy was neither to ill-use his patients nor to 
starve them ; his policy was to keep them alive at 
the smallest possible cost. He was not personally 
cruel ; but he allowed the men and women he em- 
ployed to do pretty much as they liked ; while he 
lived his own life, and enjoyed himself after his 
own manner in London, only putting in an ap- 
pearance at the Retreat now and then. 

In that joyless, comfortless mansion there was, 
it may be hoped, less actual cruelty than in some 
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of those dens of iniquity which have encumbered 
this beautiful earth. There were padded rooms, 
into which the dangerous lunatics were thrust, 
and kept under lock and key ; but the harmless 
limatics were allowed considerable liberty. The 
walls were so high, and the neighbourhood so 
utterly desolate, that there was little chance either 
of escape or of communication being held with the 
outer world. 

By far the larger number of his patients, 
and those for whom Dr. Wilderson Snaffley was 
the most liberally paid, were not mad^ but were 
the wretched victims who, for some reason or 
other, had been put out of the way by their un- 
natural relatives upon the infemous pretence of 
insanity. 

These patients were very quiei At first they 
were loud in their complaints. They cried out 
bitterly for justice; they threatened — ^they im- 
plored — ^they wept — ^they wrote letters, and tried 
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with piteous persistence to hold some communica- 
tion with the outer world — to find some means 
of reaching the ear of mercy, of enlisting the voice 
of justice in their cause. But no eye save that 
of Heaven saw their sufierings; no mortal ear 
but that of merciless gaolers heard their com- 
plaints ; and in time they were all wearied out, 
one after another, and submitted with a stupid 
apathy to an inevitable fate. A hopeless, change- 
less melancholy took possession of them. They 
sat motionless at the windows, staring blankly out 
upon the gloomy prospect. They rarely con- 
versed with one another; for what could they 
talk of in that living grave ? 

Sometimes they roamed listlessly in the dreary 
wilderness, staring at those walls which shut them 
out from all they had ever loved or cherished. They 
ate their scanty meals in despondent silence. The 
wild chatter of the really mad patients tortured 
them with its discordant jargon ; and they had no 
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heart to speak amidst the Babel that surrounded 
them. 

Thus it was not strange that many who en- 
tered that place as sane as the wretches who sent 
them there became at last raving maniacs. 

All Dr. Snaffley wanted was the liberty to 
enjoy himself abroad, and the power to save a 
fortune for his old age from the profits of the 
Eetreai He was already rich; but every day 
brought him new wealth, and every day made 
him more greedy of gain. 

Still, notwithstanding the good luck that had 
attended his dreary abode for many years, Dr. 
Snaffley had never before caught so rich a prize 
as the patient committed to his care by Rupert 
Godwin the banker. 

The proprietor of the Retreat knew his 
power; he knew that the patient called Lewis 
Wilton, who had' been placed under his care, 
was capable of revealing a secret that might 
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have condemned Rupert Godwin to a felon's 
doom. 

The patient once within the walls of the 
Eetreat, the secret was safe — as safe as if it had 
been buried in the grave of a second victim. 

^' If Rupert Godwin had dared, he would have 
murdered this young man," thought Dr. Snaffley ; 
^^ he only pays me because he hasn't pluck enough 
to play the bolder game." 

For some days and nights after his removal 
to the Retreat, Lionel Westford remained still 
unconscious — still a prey to delirious fancies, to 
terrible visions, to all the wild delusions of a vio- 
lent attack of brain-fever. 

But Dr. Wilderson SnaflBey, although a scoun- 
drel and a charlatan, was not without a certain 
cleverness in his professional capacity. He pre- 
scribed for the young man with a watchftJ care 
that he did not ofl;en bestow upon a patient, for 
Lionel Westford's life was worth five hundred 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE FACE OF THE LOST. 229 

a year to him — more than the income derived 
from five ordinary patients. 

For this reason the invalid enjoyed privileges 
that had never before been shown to any inmate 
of the Retreat. 

A private bedchamber was allotted to him, 
instead of a miserable truckle-bed in one of the 
bare wards, where twenty patients slept side by 
side, with the wind whistling round them from 
the chinks in the worm-eaten doors and window- 
frames. The battered ftu'niture of the dreary 
mansion was ransacked in order that a tolerably 
comfortable bed and a dilapidated easy- chair 
ndght be found for Lionel's private room. 

The fever-stricken young man progressed very 
rapidly in the hands of his new attendant ; and 
in little more than a week after his removal from 
Wilmingdon Hall the patient had recovered con- 
sciousness. 

That recovery of consciousness was the most 
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awftd hour in Lionel Westford's life — more awful 
even than the hour in which, stricken by the 
revelation of his father's murder, he fell senseless 
on the turf in Wilmingdon Park. 

As he opened his eyes and stared stupidly 
about him, trying helplessly to remember where 
he was, the bare and wretched aspect of the 
chamber sent a deadly chiU to his heart. 

Where was he? Never before had he seen 
those dreary, dirty walls. That dingy paper, 
with its geometrical pattern in dirty yellow and 
faded brown, falling in tattered shreds here and 
there, and looking as if it had not been renewed 
for tweniy years, and those bare carpetless boards, 
belonged to no chamber that he could remember ; 
for, poor and shabby though his Lambeth lodging 
had been, it had at least been clean, and here 
all looked dirty and disorderly. At first the in- 
valid's mind was too weak to arrive at any de- 
finite conclusion. He could only lie staring at 
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the wretched chamber, with a vague wonder in 
his mind. 

He knew he had never before been in that 
room ; but for a time that was all he knew or 
sought to know. He was not terrified by its 
strangeness. He did not recollect where he had 
last been, or what had happened to him. His 
mind was almost a blank. 

Then, little by little, memory came back, with 
all its power to torture. He remembered his 
pretty bedchamber at Wilmingdon Hall — the 
perfume of flowers blowing in at the open win- 
dow, the luxurious fiimiture, the comfort and 
beauiy of all around him. 

Then the image of Julia Godwin arose before 
him in all the splendour of her beauty. Then a 
dark ^orm pushed that brilliant image aside, and 
the face of the banker scowled at him with hate 
and fear in every lineament. 

It was the countenance that had so often looked 
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down upon him in his delirium. It looked on him 
now, as it had looked then; and it recalled the 
memory of the crime that had been committed in 
the northern wing. 

Then the picture was complete. Lionel re- 
membered all the past — the mystery which it had 
been his fate to discover ; the secret which Provi- 
dence had revealed to him ; thejevidence that had 
been link by link united into one perfect chain, 
identifying the Captain of the LilyJ[Queen with the 
victim of Rupert Godwin. 

But where was he ? How had he been removed 
from the luxurious chamber which had been his 
to this dismal and poverty-stricken room, such as 
no gentleman's servant would have occupied with- 
out complaining bitterly of the master who al- 
lotted it to him ? 

He fancied that he must have been removed 
into some desolate and disused chamber in Wil- 
mingdon Hall. He was in the north wing, per- 
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haps, in one of the bedchambers of that forgotten 
building, which ignorant people believed to be 
haunted by the shadows of the dead. 

It was noon when Lionel Westford lay help- 
less in his lonely chamber, with the anguish of 
consciousness, instead of the childish fancies of 
delirium. The sunlight streamed into the room 
through the narrow opening of a shutter which 
had been blown against the outside of the 
window. 

The window reached to the ground ; and the 
young man was still scrutinising his apartment 
with curious eyes, when the shutter was blown 
back from the window, and the chamber, which 
had been only dimly lighted before, was sud- 
denly exposed to the full glare of the mid-day 
sun. 

Lionel Westford turned his gaze from the 
chamber itself to the prospect without 

Id all this time he had never once doubted that 
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he was still an iumate of Wilmingdon Hall. He 
fancied that he had only been removed to some 
remote and uninhabited part of the house, where 
his ravings could not be heard — where no prying 
ear could listen to the ominous words which might 
fall from his lips. 

He believed this, and he was not disabused of 
his error ; for, by a strange coincidence, the scene 
which met his eyes beyond the window of his 
room was not unlike the neglected garden which 
was to be seen from the windows of the northern 
wing. 

There all was ruin and desolation — overgrown 
shrubs, whose straggling branches were strangers 
to the gardener's pruning-knife, long rank grass, 
ill -looking weeds, moss-grown gravel. Here 
were the same weeds, the same rank grass, 
blown to and fro by the autumn wind, the same 
weird tangled bushes, withering under the au- 
timm sun. 
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The northern garden at Wilmingdon Hall was 
shut in by an old brick wall; a noble nCiass of 
brickwork, with buttresses that might have served 
to sustain the ramparts of some mediaeval castle. 
Here too the wall loomed, dark and dismal-look- 
ing, against the blue autumn sky. 

" Yes," muttered Lionel Westford ; " they 
have removed me to the northern wing. The 
murderer feared to hear himself denounced by the 
lips of his victim^s son ; and he has banished me 
here — here, where I may lie forgotten and neg- 
lected; here, where she may never know my 
fate! I only wonder that he has let me live; 
for he must know that, if I am ever able to leave 
ihis place, I shall devote the rest of my life to 
the task of bringing my father's assassin to 
justice." 

Then, as he put the story of the past together 
bit by bit, Lionel Westford remembered that he 
had entered Wilmingdon Hall under an assumed 



Digitized 



by Google 



236 RUPERT GODWIN. 

name. He did not think of his mother's letter, 
or his father s miniature — two things which bore 
direct evidence to his identity. 

"I am only a stranger to Rupert Gtodwin," 
thought the young man, " unless in my delirium 
— ^for I Suppose I have been delirious — I have re- 
vealed who I am, and my knowledge of his ini- 
quity. Surely, if I had done so, he would have 
murdered me while I lay helpless in his power, 
as he murdered my father; and since I live, 
I may be sure that I owe my life to his ignor- 
ance." 

For some time he lay too weak to move, gaz- 
ing straight before him at the desolate garden, 
the neglected weeds waving drearily to and fro in 
the wind. 

" Strange," he thought, " very strange, that 
they should have banished me to the building 
within whose walls my father met his fate." 

Then, with a faint thrill of that latent super- 
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station which lurks in almost every breast, he 
remembered the ghastly stories he had heard 
about that northern wing — the shrouded form 
which had scared ignorant intruders, and sent 
them shrieking from that deserted edifice. 

He remembered all this now. He had smiled 
at the foolish stories when they were told him, 
and had laughed to scorn the servants' talk of 
ghosts and goblins; but now, weakened by his 
illness, prostrate, lonely, and wretched, Lionel 
thought very difierently of the gloomy regions 
of which he fancied himself an inhabitant 

As the dreary moments crept on, intoler- 
ably long while they left him in such miserable 
uncertainty with regard to his fate, the invalid's 
spirits sank lower and lower, and the agonising 
tears of despair filled his eyes. 

Then a kind of superstitious horror took pos- 
session of him. His utter loneliness, the strange 

quiet of the place, oppressed him to an extreme 
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degree. The thought of his father's assassina- 
tion became every moment more vivid, imtil he 
pictured the scene of horror in all its hideous 
detail. 

" 0, God !" he exclaimed, bursting into a 
flood of hysterical tears, " if Rupert Godwin does 
know who I am, it must have been by the instinct 
of a refined and hellish cruelty that he decided 
upon banishing me to this deserted building. If 
ever the dead yet haunted the living, surely my 
father's shadow will haunt me." 

The words had scarcely escaped his lips, the 
tears were still wet upon his cheeks, when a dark 
form suddenly came between him and the sun- 
lighi 

A white death-like face looked in at him with 
a wan melancholy gaze. 

Lionel Westford lifted liimself from the pillow, 
uttered a wild prolonged shriek, and then fell 
back unconscious. 
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It was his father's face that had looked at him 
through the sunlit window — the face of the Captain 
of the Lily Queen, the face that had smiled upon 
him in the days of his careless boyhood ; but 
changed into the face of death. 
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CHAPTER XHL 



SUSPENSE. 



Rupert Godwin was too desperately circum- 
stanced, and too liardened a sinner, to be much 
uflFected by the revehition made by the Duke of 
Harlingford with regard to Esther Vanberg's 
identity with his deserted daughter. Are there 
human beings created without that attribute of the 
mind, that natural love and tenderness, pity and 
remorse, which we blend into one general whole 
and call " a heart" ? 

It would seem so ; it would seem as if there 
are some natures in which there is no such 
element as heart or conscience. These are the 
exceptional criminals whom men wonder at, and 
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"vrhose iniquities the merciful are apt to ascribe 
to mental disease. 

The banker had been struck by Esther Van- 
berg's likeness to the lovely Spanish Jewess whom 
his treachery had lured from the home of a doting 
father^ a rich wine-merchant of Seville, who had 
toiled long and patiently in order to amass the 
fortune which was to secure the future welfare of 
his only child, Lola. The girl was engaged to be 
married to the cashier in the Seville banking- 
house belonging to the Godwin firm, when the 
young roud saw her, and at once determined to 
oust his inferior. 

Eupert Godwin was handsomer and more 
polished than his employ^. He was already a man 
of the world ; the cashier was only an honest and 
devoted lover, eager to achieve a better position 
in life before he claimed the heiress of old Isaax; 
Mendez. While the young man worked at his 
bureau, the employer hung about the footsteps of 
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the merchant's daughter, followed her to church 
and bull-fight, bribed her old nurse, flattered and 
fooled her doting fether, and turned the poor girl's 
head by his impassioned pleading. The epd came 
only too quickly — the hackneyed conclusion of ilie 
hackneyed story. 

Lola let herself quietly out of the paternal 
dwelling one starless, airless summer night, and 
left Seville under the protection of Rupert God- 
win. They started at once for Paris, where Lola 
had been told the marriage would take place. 
There were reasons why it could not be perfumed 
at Seville. Mr. Godwin's father had formed plans 
of his own for his son's matrimonial settlement, 
and for a time the marriage would have to be kept 
secret 

" There is no safer place than Paris," said 
Rupert ; and Lola, who had heard Paris talked of 
as a kind of earthly elysium, was quite ready to 
agree to this proposal. 
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In Paris the banker lodged his divinity in one 
of the prettiest villas in the Champs Elysees, a 
Mjou mansion built and decorated in the Moorish 
style, at a fabulous outlay, for a Muscovite prince 
lately deceased, and bought under the hanuner by 
Mr. Godwin at about ten per cent of its original 
<50st. In this luxurious nest Lola Mendez foimd 
herself a kind of fairy princess — flattered, be- 
loved ; but she never became the wife of Rupert 
Godwin. 

Rupert Godwin had thought it quite probable 
that ikQ figurante might be his own daughter; but 
he had concerned himself no more about her for- 
tunes in her lovely and reckless womanhood than 
he had done in her deserted girlhood. 

But when the Duke showed him the portrait 
of his victim, the proud man did feel the humilia- 
tion of his position. He winced beneath the cold 
<3ontempt of the generous young patrician, for he 
was not without the plebeian's natural reverence 
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for rank, and it was hard to be despised by a duke. 
He had sunk so very low now, that every new 
stroke wounded him to the quick. Hemmed in 
on every side by danger, a superstitious terror 
had taken possession of him, and he saw in 
every incident of his troubled life a new omen 
of ruin. 

His daughter's flight had filled him with un- 
speakable fear. He had loved this girl with the 
bad man's selfish love, which sees in the beloved 
object only a source of pleasure or happiness to 
himself ; still, he had loved her, and he felt her 
desertion deeply. 

But this was the least element in his trouble. 
Julia knew his guilty secret ; she doubtless pos- 
sessed the proof that in intention, if not in act, he 
was a poisoner. 

Would she betray him ? Surely, not willingly. 
But she might be seized with a fever, such as that 
which had stricken Lionel Westford, and in her 
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delirium she might utter the accusing words which 
would lead, perhaps, step by step, to the discovery 
of all his crimes. 

Ah, if the criminal could only foresee the 
agonies that follow the commission of crime, even 
when the torturing voice of conscience is dumb ; if 
he could calculate the labour, the patience, the 
self-abnegation, the watchftdness which will be 
required of him during every hour of his ensuing 
existence, in which the one end and aim of his life 
will be to keep that secret, — surely the very 
selfishness which suggests the crime would re- 
strain the hand of the criminal. 

The search for Julia had been, so far, made 
in vain. Advertisements had been inserted in 
the papers; inquiries had been made in every 
direction, but without avail. If she had read 
the appeals in those advertisements, Julia had 
been inexorable, for she had never answered 
them. 
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But Julia had not read those advertisements. 
While private detectives were searching for her in 
every direction suggested by Rupert Godwin, the 
missing girl had fled to a neighbourhood which 
the banker had never dreamt of suggesting. 

She had dressed herself, upon the morning of 
her flight, in some dark homely garments which 
she had been making for the poor ; and, thus dis- 
guised, with an unfashionable straw bonnet, and a 
thick veil over her face, she had walked to Hert- 
ford in the dewy morning, while it was yet 
scarcely light. She had taken the first train for 
London, stepping quite unobserved into a second- 
class carriage. From the station at King's Cross 
she had driven straight to Waterloo, going thence 
by express to Winchester. At the Winchester 
station she had taken a fly, which drove her to a 
quiet retreat in the New Forest. 

In her journey thither she had evidently a 
settled purpose, for her conduct from first to last 
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iad betrayed no hesitation as to whither she 
should go. 

« « « « « 

Three or four days after the old clerk's visit to 
the lodging in the Waterloo-road, Clara Westford 
received a letter in the handwriting which had 
been so familiar to her in her early girlhood, when 
the deformed schoolmaster had devoted himself to 
her education, inspired by a passion which had 
been the keynote of his life, — such a passion as 
Quasimodo felt for the beautiM dancing-girl — 
such a passion as in the breast of Quasimodo's mas- 
ter, the priest of Notre Dame, called itself fatality. 

The old clerk's letter was very brief: 

" I told you I could atone in some measure for 
the wrong I inflicted upon you when I imagined 
your father's treatment of me was inspired by 
your express request. You shall see that I can 
make some amends for having thus suspected you 
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of conduct which was foreign to your noble na- 
ture. If you will come with your daughter to the 
bank parlour this day week, at twelve o'clock, 
you will receive my atonement ; and at the same 
time you will, perhaps, experience the greatest and 
the happiest surprise that you have ever known in 
the whole course of your life. — ^Your respectftd and 
obedient Jacob Danielson. 

" Tuesday inominff.^^ 

A surprise ! An atonement ! It was quite in 
vain that Clara Westford perused and reperused 
the old clerk's letter in the hope of discovering 
something of its meaning. 

A surprise — a happy surprise — ^wrote Jacob 
Danielson. Alas, what happy surprise could there 
be for her, since her husband, the lover of her 
youth, the adored friend and companion of her 
womanhood, met his fate at the hands of an 
assassin? 
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" Unless Jacob Danielson can bring the dead 
back to life, I know not what happiness he can 
give me," thought Clara mournfully. 

She was almost crushed down by the weight of 
her sorrows. They had come upon her, one after 
another, without even a brief interval of peace. 
Only a short time had elapsed since her daughter 
had been restored to her, and already a new grief 
was racking the mother's heart 

Her son had never responded to that letter in 
which she had told him of her meeting with Gil- 
bert Thomleigh — a letter which was of a nature to 
demand an immediate answer. 

Day after day she had expected the reply; 
but none had come — for the reader knows the 
cause of Lionel Westford's silence, and. how little 
power he had to respond to that appalling commu- 
nication. The mother wrote again and again, im- 
ploring some answer to her anxious letters; but 
still the post brought no tidings of the beloved son. 
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Mrs. Westford had no address, except the- 
Hertford post-oflSce, to which she could direct her 
letters. She believed her son to be living in the 
town of Hertford, and she had imagined that 
forgetftilness alone had prevented his sending her 
the address of the house in which he lived. 

But as time wore on, and still no answer came 
to her letters, Clara Westford felt that something 
must have happened to her son. Lionel was tho 
last in the world to neglect a mother's supplicating 
letters; he had always been the most attentive 
and devoted of sons. 

•^ My boy is ill," exclaimed Clara, when she 
found herself no longer able to keep her uneasi- 
ness hidden from Violet. " He must be danger- 
ously ill," she cried; "dying, perhaps; for if 
he were able to hold his pen, if he were able 
to dictate a letter, I am sure that he would not 
leave me in this state of suspense." 

On the day after she had received Jacob 
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Danielson's letter, Mrs. Westford determined on 
going to Hertford. Her little stock of money was 
nearly exhausted ; but she had just enough to pay 
the expenses of the journey, and she had no longer 
the grim visage of starvation frowning upon her 
darkly in the future, for Violet's mysterious good 
fortune had changed the worldly position of the 
widow and her daughter. 

" Do not despair, dearest mother," pleaded 
Violet ; " even amidst all our bitter miseries, Pro- 
vidence has not wholly deserted us. What can be 
more providential than the chance by which I 
inherit a fortune from some mysterious bene- 
factress, whose name I do not even know ? De- 
pend upon it, dearest mother, the turning-point 
has come on the dark road, and in future our path 
will be smoother than it has been during the last 
year, even though we may have 4ittle sunshine to 
illumine our lives," murmured Violet sadly. 

She was thinking of George Stanmore, the 
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lover whose fancied inconstancy was the settled 
sorrow of her life — a grief endured so patiently, 
ti burden borne with such Christian resignation, 
that it had left no shadow on the calm loveliness 
of her pensive face. Her beauty was altered in 
<5haracter since the days when she had wandered, 
light-hearted as some wood-nymph, in the depths 
of the New Forest ; but it was even more exqui- 
site now in its pensive graviiy of expression than 
it had been when radiant with the smiles of care- 
less girlhood. 

Mrs. Westford set out alone for Hertford. 
Violet had entreated to be allowed to accompany 
her mother, but Clara refused. 

" No, Violet," she said; " Heaven only knows 
what I may have to go through. I may find my 
boy lying in his grave, buried by strangers who 
did not even know of his mother's existence. I 
may find him on a sick-bed : in that case I need 
not tell you that I shall remain with him. But, 
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whatever may happen, I will telegraph to you, 
Violet, if I am detained." 

It was with a very heavy heart that Clara West- 
ford started on that journey. She seated herself in 
the comer of a second-class carriage, with her face 
hidden by a shabby crape veil ; and she took little 
notice of her fellow-passengers, or of the autumn 
landscape that spun past the open windows of the 
carriage. Her heart was. oppressed by the antici- 
pation of some calamity. The image of her be- 
loved son, racked by sickness, or lying still ini 
death, haunted her brain with a torturing per- 
sistence. The voices of her companions jarred 
upon her ears. It was so terrible to hear their 
careless laughter — ^their gay discussions of the 
pleasures awaiting them at the end of their jour- 
ney — ^their eager talk of business to be done, and 
money to be gained, at this or that market-town 
— ^iheir speculation and argumentation about the 
state of the crops in the country they were passing 
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through — ^while before her ihere was only a blank 
horizon, darkened by the shadow of a hideous 
fear. It seemed to her that her life and her 
sorrows must be exceptional in a world where 
people could be so busy and so free from care as 
all these fellow-passengers appeared to be. 

At last she reached her destination, and a sick- 
ness h'ke death itself came over her as she told 
herself that she would soon learn the worst. She 
went at once to one of the porters, and in- 
quired her way from the station to the post- 
office. 

Here she fancied that her suspense would end. 
The people belonging to the office would be able 
to tell her the address of her son, and she would 
have nothing to do but to go straight to his 
lodging. 

But an unutterable despair took possession of 
her when the woman who answered her inquiries 
told her that she knew nothing whatever of the 
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gentleman whose letters had been addressed to 
him under the name of Lionel Westford. 

"We have so many people call for letters," 
she said, " that it is quite impossible we can re- 
member them all." 

On looking into the pigeon-hole where the 
letters addressed under the initial W. were de- 
posited, the woman found three letters directed to 
Lionel Westford. 

Clara asked permission to look at them, and 
found that they were her own three letters of in- 
quiry, written one after the other during the 
period of her alarm respecting Lionel. 

The woman returned them to the pigeon-hole, 
as she could give them up to no one but the per- 
son to whom they were addressed. 

Mrs. Westford asked the postmistress if she 
remembered the gentleman who had been accus- 
tomed to call for letters bearing that address. 

Yes, the woman remembered him perfectly. 
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She had been struck by his good looks, his affable 
manner. She remembered the last time he called. 
It was on a very bright afternoon, but she could 
not say exactly how long ago. 

Had he ever told her in what part of the town 
he lived ? 

No, he had been very reserved, though so 
pleasant-spoken. He had never said anything 
about himself. 

After this, Clara Westford wandered hopelessly 
about the town until long after dark, making in- 
quiries in every direction where she thought there 
might be the smallest chance of obtaining a clue 
to Lionel's whereabouts. 

She went to a printseller's, to several book- 
sellers', to all the inns, even to humble little 
taverns in obscure by-streets and alleys, where 
poverty alone would seek a resting-place. But 
there was only one answer to her inquiries. No 
one had heard the name of Westford — no one had 
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met with any stranger from London answering to 
the description which Mrs. Westford gave of her 
Bon. 

It was ten o'clock when Clara returned to the 
railway station, disconsolate and broken-hearted. 
Fortunately for her, the last train had not yet left; 
^nd after waiting some time she took her place in 
one of the second-class carriages, and was con- 
veyed back to London as ignorant of her son's 
whereabouts as she had been when she set out that 
morning to seek for him. 

Violet knew by her mother's face, the moment 
she looked at her, that no good tidings had greeted 
her at Hertford. 

She knelt by Mrs. Westford's side, removed 
the heavy black shawl from her shoulders with 
gentle, caressing hands, and tried by every means 
in her power to console the unhappy woman. 

" You have not found him, mother," she said. 
*" I can see that by your face. But is it not better 
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to be still uncertain of his fate than to know, per- 
haps, that we have lost him ? There is always 
hope where there is nneertainty. Ill news travels 
fast, you know, dearest I am sure we should 
have heard if anything serious had happened to 
my brother. If he had been seized with illness, 
we should have been told of it. He must have 
had letters about him containing our address, and 
in such cases there is always some good Samaritan 
to summon a sick man's relations. Do you know, 
mamma darling, I have an idea that the surprise 
alluded to in Mr. Danielson's letter must be some- 
thing that concerns Lionel. Try to hope this, 
dearest; and do not give way to grief which may 
be entirely groundless.*' 

With such a loving comforter, Clara Westford 
could not quite despair. At the worst, it was a 
relief not to have heard ill news of Lionel. He 
had left Hertford most likely. His letters had been 
intrusted to strangers, perhaps, to carry to the 



Digitized 



by Google 



I^SUSPENSE. 259 



post, and had never been posted. And again, in 
spite of herself, Clara could not help feeling some 
confidence in the mysterious hints of the old 

clerk. 

A surprise, and a happy surprise, he had writ- 
ten. Ah, surely some great joy must be in store 
for her. She had suffered so much, that it was 
scarcely unreasonable she should expect some 
blessing at the hands of Providence. 

" But they cannot give me back the dead," 
thought Clara. " I can only hope to go down to 
the grave in peace, with my children by my side. 
No power on earth can restore the lost, nor give 
me back the happy days in which my husband and 
I walked side by side in the dear pld garden at 
the Grange." 

As she mused thus, the widow's thoughts went 
back to that happy time. She fancied herself once 
more leaning on her husband's atm — proud of 
him, and of his love ; the happiest wife whose 
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heart ever fceat faster at the sound of a husband's 
footstep. 

On the day which had been mentioned in the 
clerk's letter, Clara Westford and her daughter 
dressed themselves neatly in their mourning gar- 
ments and walked into the City. 

Clara's mind had been much disturbed by the 
mysterious tenor of the old man's letter. 

That he should ask her to meet him in the 
bank parlour was in itself very extraordinary. 
That room was the sanctuary of Rupert Godwin ; 
and the clerk must have unusual power if he could 
venture to make any appointment of his own in 
that apartment. 

But the entire contents of the letter were a 
mystery to Clara, and she resolved on obeying the 
old clerk in blind confidence, since she was quite 
unable to penetrate his motives. His manner had 
impressed her with the perfect sincerity of his wish 
to serve her. 
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Thus it was that she presented herself at the 
bank in Lombard-street at the appointed hour, 
accompanied by her daughter. 

The two ladies were shown at once into the 
parlour, where they found Rupert Godwin seated 
at a table, with Jacob Danielson standing at the 
back of his chair. 
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Rupert Godwin had been summoned to the bank 
by a letter from his clerk. 

" My dear sir," wrote Jacob, " things are 
looking very black in the City, and the old 
nimour is beginning to get afloat again. You 
had better come to the office and look into mat- 
ters yourself. I have made a business appoint- 
ment for you to-morrow, at twelve sharp; and 
as it is an affair of some considerable import- 
ance, I would recommend you to be punctual 
— Obediently yours, J. D." 

This letter had been addressed to the banker's 
West-end apartments; and it was this summons 
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which had brought him to the bank about three 
minutes before Clara and Violet entered ii 

For some time Rupert Godwin's affairs had 
been gradually sinking back into the state in 
which they had been before his theft of the 
twenty thousand pounds intrusted to him by the 
sea captain. 

That sum was not the tenth part of the amount 
that would have been needed to restore the firm 
to a solvent position. But it had been enough 
to stop the leak in the ship, and to enable the 
rotten old vessel to right herself for a time, while 
her captain sailed in search of new gold-fields. 

Small depositors — always the first to take 
alarm — ^had been appeased. Suspicion had been 
set at rest by tiie promptitude with which all 
demands were satisfied; and customers who had 
withdrawn their balances in a fever of alarm 
had brought back their custom when the panic 
was over. 
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UnhappHy for Rupert Godwin, this halcyon 
state of things could not endure for ever. Th6 
effects of the preceding year's commercial panic 
were still felt. The edifice of credit had been 
shaken to its foundations, and the enchanted 
temple still tottered, frail as some confectioner's 
fairy fabric of spun sugar. 

There were prophetic rumours of an approach- 
ing crisis more alarming than that through which 
the commercial classes of London had passed, 
more or less scorched and scathed by the ordeal, 
so lately. There were those who said that the 
first blast of the trumpet which sounded the 
alarm in the halls of the Stock Exchange would 
ring the death-kneU of Rupert Godwin's credit. 

There was one who knew this only too well; 
and that one was the banker himself. He knew 
that an hour's run upon his bank wpuld demon- 
strate the fact of his insolvency. 

He had been insolvent for more than ten 
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years, and had borne the burden of that guilty 
secret, knowmg that whenever the crash came 
thousands of innocent people would suffer for the 
inordinate extravagance which had sapped the 
capital of one of the most respectable private 
banks in the metropolis. 

Utterly indifferent as to the sufferings of other 
people, this knowledge had troubled Eupert God- 
win very little. But he was considerably dis- 
turbed by the thought of his own ruin — ^his dis- 
grace, and perhaps even poverty ; or, at any rate, 
a miserable state of existence which to him would 
be little better than absolute indigence — a kind 
of suspension between the heaven of wealth and 
the hell of penmy. "Better to be an outcast 
and Bohemian, begging in the high-road by day 
and sleeping in an empty bam by night, than 
to drag out the remnant of my days as a dreary 
old twaddler in some suburban cottage, with a 
maid-of-all-work to wait upon me, and a garden 
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thirty feet square to walk in," the Sybarite said 
to himself as he contemplated the ftitm'e. He 
had tried to make a purse for himself; but of 
late his mind had been entirely absorbed by 
considerations that were even more alarming than 
his financial difficulties ; and he had not been 
able to gamer any great store against the day 
of ruin. He had set aside something ; but even 
that something would be wrested from him if 
he did not make his plans for a speedy escape 
from the financial storm whose first hoarse thun- 
ders already rumbled ominously in the distance. 
And those commercial tempests travel so quickly ! 
Upon his confidential clerk's fidelity the banker 
relied with implicit confidence; not because he 
believed the clerk to be attached to his person, 
or bound to him by any sense of honour. Mr. 
Godwin had directed his attention to the vices 
rather than the virtues of his fellow-men. He had 
paid Danielson handsomely for fidelity in the 
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past, and had promised him ample payment for 
fidelity in the future; and, as he looked upon 
good faith as a marketable commodiiy, to be 
purchased in any quantities at the current mar- 
ket rate, he was troubled by no doubt of his 
ally's fidelity. 

He came to the office this morning in no 
very pleasant frame of mind; but distrust of 
Jacob Danielson had no part in his conflicting 
doubts and difficulties. 

" Well, Jacob," he said, as he seated himself 
at his desk, " how are things looking ?" 

"As black as they can look," answered the 
clerk, with a mixture of respect and indifference 
that always galled his master — " as black as they 
can looL People have begun to talk ; and when 
they once begin, it is not very easy to stop them. 
There may be a run upon the bank any day, 
and then the murder's out." 

Rupert Godwin's nerves had been terribly 



Digitized 



by Google 



268 KUTBRT GODWIN. 

shaken of late. He could not control a slight 
shuddering movement as the derk pronounced 
that ghastly word " murder." 

Before he could speak, one of the junior 
clerks opened the parlour-door and ushered in 
Mrs. Westford and her daughter. 

The banker started violently, and half rose 
from his chair with a convulsive movement at 
the aspect of those two slender figures draped in 
solemn black. 

"Who are these people?'* he gasped. "I 
cannot see them. — ^Walters, take these ladies back 
to the public office ; they can have no business 
here. — ^What is the meaning of this, Danielson ?" 
added the banker, turning indignantly to the old 
clerk. "You told me you had arranged an im- 
portant business meeting here at this hour. These 
people cannot possibly have any business to trans- 
act with me." 

" yes, they have, sir," answered the clerk 
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ful one ; and the young man would have encoun- 
tered death in its most terrific term with a pang 
less keen than he now felt as he went up the 
familiar staircase in the bright summer noon- 
tide, — that staircase at the top of which he had 
so often seen her standing looking down at him, 
ready to scold or to praise him, as the humour 
of the moment prompted her, but always charm- 
ing to that one faithful slave who never found 
his chains too heavy. 

He entered alone into those elegant little 
rooms, which Esther's beauty had adorned, as 
some priceless jewel adorns the casket that con- 
tains it 

The same exotics were blooming in the con- 
servatory — ^the faded bouquets, on whose fresh 
bloom the eyes of the dead had looked, still re- 
mained imdisturbed in the vases in which her 
hands had arranged them. 

The birds were singing gaily in the sunshine, 
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though the white hands that had so often tended 
them lay still and cold in their last resting-place. 
A little dog, Esther's favourite, whined piteously 
as he looked up at the Duke, and this faithfifl crea- 
ture was the only object in those rooms that 
bore witness of the melancholy event which had 
almost broken Vincent Mountford's heart. 

He took from his pocket the little bunch of 
keys given him by the Jewess, and seated him- 
self before the piece of furniture, half cabinet, 
half writing-table, in which she had kept her 
papers. 

Nothing could have been more careless than 
her habits. Tlie Duke sat for long hours, that 
would have wearied another man, trying to in- 
troduce some order into that mass of bills and 
letters, notes of invitation, tradesmen's circulars, 
catalogues of pictures, play-bills, programmes of 
concerts, and crumpled receipts. 

At last he had looked over them all, and had 
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placed on one side every fragment of paper which 
bore any of the beloved handwriting. These he 
sorted and folded, as tenderly as a miser might 
fold a packet of bank-notes ; and when he had 
collected the last of them, he packed them very 
neatly in a sheet of foolscap, and sealed the packet 
in several places with his signet-ring. 

Upon this packet he wrote only these few 
words : 

"Esther's papers. To be burnt immediately 
after my death — unopened." 

He had no wish that the prying eyes of 
strangers should ever inspect those records of 
the woman he had loved ; frivolous, meaningless, 
though the greater number of them were. Nor 
yet could he bring himself to destroy the smallest 
paper on which the beloved hand had inscribed 
the most commonplace words. 

The rest of the papers, with the exception of 
tradesmen's bills and receipts, he burnt. 
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Then he turned his attention to the few 
remaining contents of the odorous sandal- wood 
pigeon-holes into which Miss Vanberg had thrust 
papers, trinkets, faded flowers, and worn gloves, 
without the smallest attempt at classification. 

Among these there was a miniature set in a 
rim of pearls. It was the picture of a lovely 
woman, a Spanish Jewess, whose face proclaimed 
her at once the mother of the dead girl. . 

On the back of the gold case which contained 
the miniature was engraved the inscription : 

" From Rupert to his belo\t:d Lola." 

The Duke examined the miniature very closely, 
and then it suddenly occurred to him — 

Was there not, perhaps, sometfiing more than 
this inscription — some hidden spring in tibe case 
of the miniatm'e, which might reveal a secret 
that Esther Vanberg had been too careless to 
discover ? 
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^' I will take it to my jeweller," muttered the 
yomig man; "if there is anything hidden in this 
massive case — which seems needlessly thick and 
heavy — he is the most likely person to find it 
out." 

The Duke was not slow to carry out this idea. 
He drove straight from Bolton-row to a jeweller's 
in Bond-street, and handed the locket to one of 
the assistants. 

" If there is anyone in your estabUshment who 
understands the mechanism of these things better 
than you do, I should be very glad if you would 
take him this, and ask him to examine it," he said. 
" I will wait while you do so." 

The Duke seated himself by the counter, and 
after he had been waiting ten minutes, the jewel- 
ler's assistant returned with an elderly man, who 
held the locket open in his hand. 

He had discovered a secret spring, the nature 
of which he explained to Vincent Mountford. 
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"Nobody except a worthing jeweller could have 
opehed the locket," he said in conclusion ; " for 
the spring has evidently not been used for years. 
It is a very peculiar piece of jeweller's work, and 
has been made by no English mechanic. The 
gold and the workmanship are both undoubtedly 
foreign." 

The inner case of the locket contained a second 
miniature — the portrait of a young man ; a dark 
handsome face, which seemed very familiar to the 
Duke of Harlingford. 

As he drove away from the jeweller's he 
brooded thoughtfully upon that pictured face, 
trying, but without success, to remember when 
and where he had seen a face resembling it. 

"Those dark eyes, that peculiar mouth, are 
strangely familiar to me," he thought; "and 
yet I cannot tell whom they recall to my 
mind." 

The Duke drove across Waterloo Bridge, and 
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sought out the obscure street in which Clara 
Westford and her children had lived during the 
days of their poverty. He had obtained the 
figurantes address from the doorkeeper at the 
Circenses, and he was now going to announce 
to her with his own lips the news of her good 
fortune. 

All the practical part of the business he left 
to his lawyer ; but he wished himself to tell Miss 
Watson of the money which had been left to her ; 
as he fancied that he should thus more completely 
carry out Esther Vanberg's dying request He 
found the house in which Clara and her daughter 
lodged; sent up his card by the servant, with 
a request that he might see Miss Watson on 
most urgent business. 

He was shown immediately into the shabbily- 
furnished sitting-room, to which a certain air 
of refinement had been imparted by Mrs. West- 
ford and her daughter at a very small cost, A 
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few books, a vase of flowers, a caged bird, and a 
work-basket of graceful form, were the most ex- 
pensive ornaments Violet had been able to buy ; 
but even these small things relieved the sordid, 
vulgar poverty of the room. 

Clara Westford was sitting on one side 
of the Uttle table, working; while her daugh- 
ter sat opposite to her, reading aloud. She 
closed the book as the Duke of Harlingford 
entered. 

He remembered Violet at the Circenses only 
as a very lovely girl; he perceived now for the 
first time that she was a perfect lady — self-pos- 
sessed, and yet modest ; and, to Vincent Mount- 
ford's nmid, more beautiful in her well-worn 
black dress and simple linen collar than she had 
been in her brilliant stage costume. 

He seated himself, at Mrs. Westford's request ; 
and then he told Violet in a very few words that 
he was empowered to inform her of a small for- 
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tune that had been left her by a person whose 
name was to be kept a secret. 

** The bequest consists of a balance in the 
hands of the testator's banker, and of personal 
properiy of a valuable character, which is to be 
sold, in order that the proceeds of the sale may be 
handed to you with the other money in one sum. 
The amount will not be a large one. Four or five 
thousand pounds at most." 

Four or five thousand! It seemed an enor- 
mous sum to Violet, who had felt the keenest 
pangs of poverty. She burst into hysterical tears ; 
for she was completely overcome by the thought 
that henceforward her mother might be spared 
at least ihe anguish of want. 

But suddenly she wiped her tears away, and 
addressed the Duke with imploring earnestness. 

" 0, sir," she exclaimed, " are you sure 
that no degradation attaches to this mysterious 
bequest ? Why should this money be left to me 
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br m persoo who eonoeals his name? Can jon 
assure me, on toot honour, that I am jostified in 
aeeepdng this unexpected weahfa ?" 

^^ I gire Tou mr word, as a gendeman, that 
jou are justified in taking the money that has 
been left von," answered the Duke gravely. " It 
is bequeathed by a lady who once did you an in- 
jury, and who most sincerely repented that wrong 
before she died. The thought that the gift of her 
fortune might do something to repair that injury 
was a solace to her on her deathbed. And I 
assure you that you would be actuated by a £ilse 
pride were you to reject this bequest" 

"In that case, I will accept it, grateftdly, 
gladly," returned Violet — "You would wish me 
to do so, would you not, mamma ?" 

" Yes, Violet ; for if I can believe in the evi- 
dence of an honest face, I am sure this gentleman 
would not advise you to take a false step," said 
Mrs. Westford. 
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The Duke bowed. 

'' I am here to execute the last wishes of the 
dead," he answered mournfully. 

" But I never knew that anyone had wronged 
me," exclaimed Violet, " except one person ; and 
that was not a lady, but a gentleman — or, at any 
rate, a person whose rank gave him a right to be 
called a gentleman." 

" You will never know the entire history of 
that wrong," answered the Duke. " I rejoice to 
see you here in safety with your mother, and to 
know that you have therefore escaped from all 
serious peril. As for the bequest, of which I 
have informed you, I beg you to accept it when 
it reaches you without question, and let the dead 
be forgiven." 

Little more was said; and the Duke de- 
parted, pleased, even in the midst of his grief, by 
the knowledge that Esther Vanberg's fortune had 
fallen into the hands of a deserving girl. 
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From Lambeiih he drove to his club, where he 
dismissed his cab and strolled into the reading- 
room. 

He had no wish for society ; but solitude was 
very terrible to him, for it was haimted by the 
shadow of the dead — ^the mournful memories of 
the loved and lost. 

He fell back, therefore, into his old habits, 
and took his accustomed seat in the public read- 
ing-room, though not without a strange sense of 
wonder that he should be able to take his place 
amongst other men, to read the evening papers, 
and talk in the conventional manner about the 
events recorded in them, while she was lying in 
that quiet churchyard. 

Could she indeed be there? Was it true? 
was it possible? The catastrophe which had 
caused her death he could realise — her death 
itself; but not the fact that all was so completely 
finished, so entirely a thing of the past ; and that 
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she was lying in her grave — never to look upon 
him again on this earth, unconscious of his love, 
regardless of his anguish, a creature for ever re- 
moved from him and the world of which he was 
a part. He sat for upwards of an hour, with a 
newspaper hefore him, brooding over the great 
mystery. There were very few people in the, 
reading-room at this time, for it was late. The 
dusk was closing in already ; and the hahituds of 
the club were almost all of them dining in one 
of the larger apartments. 

The Duke left his seat by and by, and walked 
to the window. The room was very dreary in 
the waning daylight, and the street below the 
windows was dmost. deserted, the West-end world 
having gone home to dine. 

A gentleman was seated close to the open 
window reading a paper; he lowered the sheet 
from before his face and looked up, as Vincent 
Mountford approached him. 
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This gentleman was Rupert Godwin the 
banker. He had come to town in search ot 
Julia, and had dropped into the club, pale and 
worn out by fatigue, to take a hasty dinner. He 
had heard nothing of his missing daughter ; and 
he had just returned from the office of a private 
detective, whom he had been consulting as to the 
best means of seeking her. 

In his own words, the web was closing round 
him. Narrower and narrower grew the fatal 
circle; and he scarcely knew which way to step 
without finding himself face to face with some 
new danger. 

As he looked up at the Duke of Harlingford, 
whom he had met very frequently in society and 
in the familiar intercourse of the club reading- 
room, he tried to afiect some of his old ease of 
manner, though the effi)rt was a painful one. 

^^ Good-evening, Duke," he exclaimed. "How 
is it that I find you here at an hour when you 
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ought to be glorifying some Belgravian dinner- 
table by your presence ?" 

The young man looked intently at that pale face, 
those un-English black eyes, dimly seen in the 
gathering dusk. This face — the face of Rupert God- 
win the banker — was the image which had floated 
before his mental vision since he had seen the hid- 
den miniature in Esther Vanberg's locket. The 
face in the portrait was the youthfiil likeness of 
that face on which Vincent Mountford now looked. 

The Duke knew something of the banker's 
history. He knew that Rupert Godwin had, in 
his early manhood, been a resident in Spain, 
where a branch house belonging to the banker 
had been carried on by a junior partner. 

Rapid as lightning an electric chain of ideas 
flashed through the mind of the Duke. 

This man, this banker, half Spaniard, half 
Englishman, was the betrayer of the beautiful 
Spanish Jewess, and the father of Esther Vanberg. 
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Occupied as Mr. Grodwin was by his own 
thoughts, he could not help perceiving the strange 
expression, the solemn earnestness, in the Duke 
of Harlingford's face. 

" There is something amiss with you to-night, 
is there not?" he asked. 

" Yes," answered Vincent Mountford ; " I 
have lately lost one who was most dear to me. 
It is but a very short time since I stood beside 
the grave of the only woman I ever loved. Do 
you know the name of Vanberg, Mr. Godwin ?" 

The banker started ; and pale though his face 
had been, it grew a shade paler as he looked up 
nervously at the Duke. 

The young man handed him the miniature of 
the beautifiil Jewess. 

^^ Did you ever see this before ?" he asked. 

The shrinking, half - shuddering movement 
with which Rupert Godwin recoiled from that 
faded miniature in its jewelled case told enough* 
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quietly. — " Sit down, ladies, pray. Mr. Godwin 
is rather imprepared for your visit, you see, as 
I have not found time to explain matters to him 
before your arrival. But he will find the busi- 
ness very simple — quite simple. Pray sit down." 
The mother and daughter obeyed. Clara had 
not in any manner saluted the banker, nor he 
her, though they had looked at each other fixedly 
for a moment. 

Mrs. Westford's face was pale, and rigid as 
the face of a statue. 

Rupert Godwin's countenance had grown 
livid. The sudden appearance of those two wo- 
men had inspired him with a strange fear. 

As he turned indignantly towards the old 
clerk, something in Jacob Danielson's face told 
the banker that he was about to find a deadly 
foe in the man who had so long been his tool 
and accomplice. 

"Insolent scoundrel!" he exclaimed, "how 
VOL. III. u 
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do you dare to defy me thus t Take your fiiends 
out of my room ! I will not be intruded on 
by anyone." 

" These ladies are no friends of mine," ans- 
wered the clerk; "though I shall be proud in- 
deed if I can render them any service. They 
are no intruders here. They have a claim upon 
you, Mr. GJodwin, and a very large one." 

" You are mad !" exclaimed the banker con- 
temptuously. " What claim can these ladies 
have upon me ?" 

" A very terrible one, it may be, Rupert God- 
win," replied Clara Westford solemnly. " What 
if I come to daim justice upon the murderer of 
a beloved husband? Eetribution is very slow 
sometimes; but it is none the less certain. 
Sooner or later the day of reckoning comes ; if 
not in this world, in the next Heaven have 
pity on those who are not allowed to expiate 
their iniquities upon earth !" 
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Rupert Godwin tried to carry matters with 
a high hand — but even his bravado failed him 
in this supreme moment of fear. His livid coun- 
tenance, convulsed every now and then by sudden 
spasms, betrayed the state of his mind. 

" We will not talk of retribution here," said 
Jacob Danielson. " It is only on a matter of 
business that these ladies have called on you this 
morning, Mr. Godwin. They come to claim the 
sum of tw^ity thousand poimds, intrusted to your 
care by Captain Harley Westford, of the Lily 
Queen, with five per cent interest thereupon for 
the time the money has been in your hands." 

Rupert Gbdwin laughed aloud. It was a wild 
spasmodic kind of laugh, and by no means agree- 
able to hear. 

" My good Danielson," he* exclaimed, " you 
are evidently going mad. I had better send for 
the parish authorities and the parish strait-waist- 
coat.'' 
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"Not just yet," replied the clerk coolly. 
" You are rather fond of putting people into 
lunatic asylums, I know. But as I am not mad, 
your philanthropic and compassionate nature need 
not be troubled by any concern about me. Per- 
haps you'll be so kind as to pay these ladies the 
money they claim — ^twenty-one thousand poimds. 
Mrs. Westford's husband died suddenly; but he 
had made his will, bequeathing all he possessed to 
his wife, with undivided power to administer his 
affairs. She has not yet gone through the usual 
formula; but as this is an exceptional case you 
can afford to waive ceremony, and pay Captain 
Westford's widow the money that belongs to her, 
without waiting for legal formalities. Here is the 
receipt signed by yourself, and witnessed by me." 

The clerk produced an oblong slip of paper, 
which he held before the eyes of his master. 
Those eyes glared at the document with a blank 
stare of mingled astonishment and horror. 
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" Where," he gasped, — " where did you — ^^ 
" Where did I find it?" said the clerk, with 
supreme coohiess. ",Ah, to be sure. I was pre- 
pared to hear you ask that question. TU tell you 
where I found it. On the night on which Harley 
Westford came to you at Wilmingdon Hall, to 
claim the money which this receipt represents, he 
wore a light overcoat. Ah, you remember it, I 
see. The night was warm ; and when the Cap- 
tain came into the dining-room, where you and I 
were lingering over our dessert, he carried his 
outer coat across his arm. When he left the 
dining-room he flung it down upon a chair. / 
found it there when I returned to the Hall, after 
missing the train. I'm rather of an inquisitive 
disposition, and I had peculiar motives for my 
curiosity that night ; so I took the liberty to ex- 
amine the pockets in the Captain's overcoat. I 
was very well rewarded for my pains, for in the 
small breast-pocket I found this. You recognise 
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it, Mr. Godwin, I can see. It is the receipt for 
which you searched the same pocket that night, 
but a little too late. You only half did your work 
when you stabbed Captain Westford in the back, 
and flung him down the cellar-steps, to lie and rot 
there unburied and forgotten." 

'' 0, great Heaven !'' shrieked Clara, with a 
wail of agony. • " My husband was murdered 
then — ^by him ; and you know the secret of his 
murder 1 You know, and you have never de- 
noimced the hellish assassin I" 

*^Hush, Mrs. Westford," cried the clerk, 
almost imperiously; "not a wordl I told you 
that the greatest surprise, the happiest surprise 
you had ever experienced in your life would 
come upon you to-day. Wait, and trust in 
me." 

Mrs. Westford had risen in her sudden agony 
and terror ; but overawed, — influenced, in spite of 
herself, by something in the old clerk's manner. 
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— she sank back upon her chair, pale and breath- 
less, waiting to hear more. 

"Come, Mr. Godwin," said Jacob Danielson; 
" the best thing you can do is to pay this money 
quietly, and immediately. You would scarcely 
care to have any public inquiries made as to how 
I came into possession of this receipt." 

" It is a forgery !" gasped the banker. 

"Is it? That's a question which must be 
decided by a court of law, if you dispute the 
settlement of Mrs. Westford's claim. And if 
this case once gets into a court of law, you 
may be sure it will be sifted to the very 
bottom. The mystery of that summer night at 
Wilmingdon Hall will be brought before Hie 
public ; and then — " 

Jacob Danielson uttered the last words very 
slowly. 

" I will pay the money," cried Rupert God- 
win ; " but you must give me time 1" 
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"Not a day! Not an hour! I know the 
state of your affairs. This money shall be paid 
before these ladies leave this house. If you have 
not that amount of ready cash, you have con- 
vertible securities, and they must be melted at 
once. Nor is that all, Mr. Godwin. You must 
sign a paper acknowledging that the document 
xmder which you took possession of the Grange — " 

" I will do no such thing !" answered the 
banker defiantly. Then, with a sudden burst of 
fury, he sprang upon the old clerk, and seized 
him by the throat. 

"Villain! hypocrite! dog!" he cried, "you 
have taken my money, you have pretended to 
serve me, and now you turn upon me and betray 
me — ^you, my slave, my foot-ball, the creature 
that I have paid as I pay the lowest scullery- 
maid in my house ! But I — " 

He released his hold, for the door was opened, 
and one of the clerks looked in with a scared face. 
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He had overheard the noise of the scuffle in the 
outer office. 

But as Rupert Godwin had sunk back ex- 
hausted into his chair, and as Jacob Danielson 
was standing quietly by him in his usual defer- 
ential attitude when the man looked in, he mur- 
mured an apology and withdrew, closing the door 
behind him. 

"You perceive, Mr. Godwin, that violence 
here is not quite so secure from detection as in 
the cellars of the northern wing. Every man's 
house is his castle; but there is some difference 
between a haunted abbey in Hertfordshire and an 
office in the heart of Lombard-street," said Jacob, 
with quiet significance. " I tell you again, you 
had better call your cashier, and order him to real- 
ise stock to the amount of twenty thousand pounds. 
How about those Canadian Grand-Trunk Deben- 
ture Bonds which you bought the other day ? Ah, 
I had my eye upon you, you see, when you were 
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quite unoonscious of my watchfulness. That's a 
capital form of security. Safe as a bank-iiote ; 
easy to realise; no fuss or bother involved in 
the transfer. Yon can sell those in tl^ (^n 
market. We will talk of the forged documents 
afterwards." 

Never was baffled ftiry more strongly visible 
in a human face than it was in the scowling 
visage of the banker, as he turned fix>m the clerk 
and touched a little handbell on the table. 

His summons was responded to in less than a 
minute. The same clerk who had looked into the 
room before looked in again, 

'' The cashier," said Rupert Gkniwin briefly. 

The derk retired, and another man presented 
himself. 

'^ You realised some Mexican securities yester^ 
day, by my order ?" said tilie banker. 

" I did, sir." 

"To what amount?" 
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"Twenty-four tliousand three hundred and 
twenty pounds." 

" You will hand over bank-notes to the amount 
of twenty-one thousand pounds to this lady." 

The banker pointed to Mrs. Westford. The 
cashier looked surprised ; but he bowed in assent, 
retired, and presently reappeared with a packet of 
bank-notes. 

" Twenty notes of five hundred each, and 
eleven notes of a thousand each," said the cashier, 
as he handed the packet to his employer. 

" Good. And now your deposit-receipt," said 
the banker to Jacob Danielson. 

The clerk gave Rupert Godwin the oblong 
slip of paper with one hand, while with the other 
he received the packet of notes. 

" There, Mrs. Westford, is the fortune amassed 
by your husband in years of hazardous adven- 
ture," said Jacob Danielson. "The documents 
relating to the Grange will be admitted as for- 
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genes by Mr. Godwin. And you wiU be able to 
return to your home whenever you please." 

" I cannot accept this money," answered Clara. 
" But it is your own." 

" It has passed through the hands of my 
husband's murderer. Ther^ is not one of these 
notes that, to my mind, is not stained with my 
husband's blood. It is not money which I want, 
Mr. Danielson, but justice — justice on the man 
who murdered my husband." 

" She is mad !" cried Rupert Godwin hoarsely. 
"I will not be thus defied in my own house by a 
mad woman and a scoundrel. I will — " 

His hand moved towards the bell, but he did 
not touch it. 

"Ring that bell, Rupert Godwin," cried the 
old clerk ; " or, if you will not, I will." 

The clerk's skinny fingers pressed the spring 
of the bell, — ^not once only, but three separate 
times. 
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"What is the meaning of this?" gasped the 
banker. 

" It means that you have failed in the capacity 
of assassin as completely as you have failed in 
your commercial career, Mr. Godwin," answered 
the clerk coolly. — " You shall have justice, Mrs. 
Westford," he continued, turning to Clara, " but 
not on the murderer of your husband, for he sur- 
vived the stroke that was intended to be his 
death-blow. He is here to denounce, in his own 
person, the would-be assassin and the daring 
swindler." 

As the old clerk spoke, the powerful form of the 
merchant captain appeared upon the threshold, 
and in the next moment Clara Westford flung 
herself into her husband's arms with a wild hys- 
teric shriek. 

It was indeed as if the dead had been restored 
to life. 

Harley Westford had changed terribly since 
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the hour when he had last stood in that room, in 
all the pride and vigour of manhood. His stalwart 
figure had wasted, though it still retained its noble 
outline. His handsome face was pale and care- 
worn ; dark circles surrounded his firank blue 
eyes, and haggard lines had been drawn about 
his mouth; but as he clasped his wife to his 
breast, his countenance was illumined by a light 
which restored to it, for a moment, all its former 
brightness. 

^^ It is not a dream !" cried Clara ; " it is not 
a dream ! 0, Harley, Harley, is it really you ? 
I have suflFered so much — so much! I can 
scarcely bear this surprise." 

These words were spoken amidst hysteric sobs 
that almost choked their utterance. Violet was 
sobbing on her father's shoulder. The Captain 
looked from his wife to his daughter. Unspeak- 
able affection beamed from his countenance; but 
he was unable to utter a word. He sank into a 
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chair presently, quite overcome, and his wife and 
child knelt one on each side of him. 

Bupert Grodwin looked on this picture with 
the gaze of a baffled fiend. He had the passions 
of an lago, but not the triumph which gladdened 
the heart of the Venetian schemer even in the 
hour of defeat. He had not the grim satisfaction 
of seeing the ruin he had worked. He had 
achieved nothing — not even the misery of the 
rival he hated. 

" I told you you only half-did your work that 
night at Wilmingdon Hall. With all your clever- 
ness, you've proved no better than a bungler!" 
exclaimed the old clerk triumphantly. 

The banker groaned aloud ; but he uttered no 
exclamation of surprise — no questioning word. 
Euin had fallen upon him — so entire, so unex- 
pected, that he was quite unable to struggle longer 
with the awftd shadow of Nemesis. He could only 
abandon himself to a sullen despair. Eemorse was 
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a stranger to his nature : remorse is the sorrow 
we feel for the wrong we have done to others. It 
was only on his own account that Rupert Qt)dwin 
suffered. 
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"vengeance is mine." 

After the first wild confusion of that scene in the 
bank parlour there was a pause, a brief silence, 
which Jacob Danielson was the first to break. 

"When you flung your victim to his dark 
hiding-place in the cellar under the northern 
wing," said the old clerk, addressing himself 
slowly and dehberately to his employer, "you 
might as well have taken the trouble to ascertain 
that he was really dead. It would have been a 
more business-like mode of proceeding, and I'm 
surprised that you, a business man, should have 
failed to adopt it: but, perhaps, your courage 

VOL. III. X 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



286 RUPERT GODWIN. 

failed you at the last moment, and you had not 
sufficient firmness to remain by the body of your 
victim, and to listen for the last pulsation of the 
heart which you had done your best to put to si- 
lence. However this may have been, you left your 
work half undone. And when I returned to Wil- 
mingdon Hall, after contriving to miss my train, 
I returned in time to save at least the life of your 
intended victim. I had suspected some sinister 
motive in your desire to get rid of me, and I man- 
aged to lose the train, after having dismissed your 
servant I was thus free to hurry back to the park, 
and to reenter the grounds unobserved. I made 
my way rapidly towards the house, and the nearest 
way took me past the north garden. In one of 
the windows of the deserted wing I saw a light 
shining through the chinks in the shutters. Heavy 
and ponderous though those shutters are, ihey 
were not strong enough to conceal the secrets 
which you would have hidden behind them. I 
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crept softly towards the window, and should have 
looked in through the chink, but the post of spy 
was already occupied. An old man, a gardener, 
was standing with his face flattened against the 
window, peeping into the room. When I saw 
this, I crept away as quietly as I had approached, 
and went round to the occupied portion of the 
house. I went to the dining-room, where I took 
the opportunity to secure that deposit-receipt 
which has just proved so valuable to Mrs. West- 
ford. Five minutes after I had seated myself, 
you made your appearance. Your face, your 
manner, both told me that something terrible had 
happened in that deserted room, in spite of your 
wonderful self-command. When you left me, I 
went straight to the window where I had seen the 
light There the old gardener was lying senseless 
on the ground. I stooped over him, and found 
that he was in a kind of swoon. Then I felt con- 
vinced some hideous crime had been committed 
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in that room, and that the witness of it had fallen 
senseless, horror-stricken with the awful sight 
he had beheld. I peeped into the room, but I 
could see nothing. All was dark. Then I re- 
membered that during one of my earliest visits to 
the Hall I had heard of an underground passage 
leading from the grotto to the cellars of the 
northern wing, and commimicating by means of 
a staircase with the ground floor. I determined 
on groping my way into this passage, and from 
thence to the room where I felt convinced a 
horrible deed had been done. I returned to the 
house, and waited in the dining-room till you 
had gone to your own apartments. I then went 
to the servants' hall, where I procured a dark 
lantern, under pretence of searching for a purse I 
had lost in coming through the grounds; and, 
armed with this, I reached the grotto unobserved, 
entered the subterranean passage, followed its 
windings to the cellars, and then groped along 
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to the cellar staircase, intending to penetrate to 
the room above. But I had no occasion to do 
so, for at the foot of the cellar-stairs I stumbled 
upon the body of the Captain yonder. 

" I tore open his waistcoat, which was soaked 
with blood ; and when I felt for the beating of the 
heart, a faint throb told me that the murderer had 
not completed his work. I found the woimd, and 
staimched it with a woollen handkerchief from my 
neck ; then of a heap of straw and rubbish which 
I discovered in a comer I made a kind of bed, 
on which I laid the unconscious victim of an in- 
tended assassination. 

" Having done this, I hurried back to the gar- 
dens, returned to the house, allowed one of the 
servants to conduct me to my room; and to all 
appearance retired for the night But no sooner 
was the household wrapped in slumber, or at least 
in silence — for surely one member of that house- 
hold could have slept little that night — no sooner 
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was all quiet, than I crept from my room, left the 
house, and went to a little inn in the neighbour- 
hood where I was known, and wl^re I Mred a 
horse and gig on the plea of having lost the mail- 
train, and wanting to drive to London in the dead 
of the night rather than miss an early appointment 
on the following morning, 

" With this horse and gig I returned to the 
park, and drove to a sheltered spot near the en- 
trance of the grotto. Then the most difficult part 
of my work had to be done. Alone and unaided 
I half carried, half dragged the unconscious sea 
captain from the cellar to the place where I had 
left the gig. I contrived to fasten him securely 
in the vehicle, and then drove at a walking pace 
to a house I had known in the past, and where I 
was sure of finding easy admission for my almost 
lifeless charge* 

" That house was the Retreat ; a private 
lunatic asylum, kept by a man whose life I knew 
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to be one long career of charlatanism and vil- 
lany. There I knew that only one question would 
be asked: Was I prepared to pay for the care of 
the patient? If my answer to that inquiry was 
satisfactory, all would be settled. 

" I drove slowly along the lonely road leading 
to the Eetreat. I met only one solitary horse- 
man, and he asked me if my friend sitting in 
a heap at the bottom of the gig was ill or drunL 
I answered, ' Drunk,' and passed on without fur- 
ther question. 

^' Arrived at the Eetreat I rang up the at- 
tendants, and was received by Dr. Wilderson Snaf- 
fley, who rose from his comfortable bed to see me. 
I told him that my charge was a relation who had 
stabbed himself in a fit of lunacy, induced by 
delirium tremens ; and that in order to keep his 
infirmity a profound secret, I had brought him 
straight to the Eetreat, where I knew every 
effort would be made to save his life. I said that 
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I was prepared to pay liberally for his mainte- 
nance. 

" That was quite enough. Dr. Wilderson 
Snaffley examined his still unconscious patient; 
but he did not ask me any troublesome questions, 
nor did he even remark that people do not usually 
stab themselves in the back when they endeavour 
to commit suicide. 

" You will ask me, Clara Westford, why I 
acted thus — why I did not denounce the would-be 
assassin, and restore Harley Westford to the wife 
and children who loved him. I answer you, that 
one fatal passion had warped my nature, and 
transformed me into something between a mad- 
man and a drunkard. It pleased me to think 
that, by keeping the secret of Mr. Godwin's 
crime, I should be revenged upon you, Clara; 
for I had loved you, and I believed that my 
presumptuous love had been revenged by you 
with the cruel pride of a woman who thinlr^ it 
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sport to trample on the heart of the plebeian 
wretch who dares to adore her. I sought for power 
over Rupert Godwin — for since my blighted 
youth had passed into premature old age, avarice 
had been the ruling passion of my life ; and, 
possessed of the secret of Harley Westford's sup- 
posed murder, I knew that I should have im- 
limited command over the purse of my employer. 
Thus a double motive prompted me to secrecy. 
And for more than a year I have kept my secret, 
disturbed by no pang of remorse, moved by no 
contrition, until destiny brought me once more 
face to face with the woman I had once so fatally 
loved. 

" Then all at once the ice melted, the hardened 
nature softened, and I could no longer endure the 
thought of what I had done. I sought you out, 
Mrs. Westford, and from your own lips I dis- 
covered how deeply I had wronged your noble 
nature. From that moment my course lay clear 
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before me : the only atonement in my power was 
to undo what I had done. For that purpose I went 
to the madhouse where your husband was hidden. 
A few words to Dr. Wilderson Snaffley, informing 
him that circumstances were altered with me, and 
that I was no longer able to pay for my patient, 
were quite sufficient. 

" The learned and conscientious physician dis- 
covered immediately that his charge was quite 
well, and perfectly able to enter the world a^n. 
I was thus enabled to quit the Eetreat with 
Captain Westford as my companion. But we 
were obliged to leave behind us a patient whom 
we should have been glad to bring with us. That 
patient, Mrs. Westford, is no other than your son, 
to whom the finger of Providence had indicated 
the secret of his father's attempted murder, and 
whom Mr. Godwin incarcerated in a prison which 
was intended to entomb him until he was trans- 
ferred fi'om that living grave to a more com- 
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fortable resting-place in some obscure churohyard. 
Had Lionel Westford been placed in any other 
lunatic asylum than the Retreat, you might 
have had some difficulty in discovering his prison- 
house. Fortunately, he was confided to th© care 
of Dr. WiJderson Snaffley, and father and son 
met beneaili that gentleman's hospitable roof. — ^A 
strange meeting, was it not, Rupert Grodwin, 
between the son who believed his father had 
been murdered, and ihe father who never thought 
to look upon a familiar face again ? 

" But Providence sometimes brings about very 
strange meetings. Lionel Westford's release from 
imprisonment imder Dr. Snaffley's tender care 
will be easily managed, I daresay. The doctor 
will not be particularly anxious to retain his 
patient when he discovers that his wealthy patron 
is a bankrupt and a felon. — That is all I have to 
tell, Captain Westford ; it is for you to seek re- 
dress for the wrongs that have been done to you 
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and yours. An aggravated attempt at assassina- 
tion is a crime rather heavily punished even by 
our mild legislature." 

" Stop I" cried Harley Westford, holding up 
his hand with a warning gesture ; " ^ Vengeance 
is mine,' saith the Lord. The law of the land will 
. have very little hold upon that man. Look at 
Rupert Godwin's face. Send for a doctor, some 
one." 

There was sudden confusion and alarm. The 
clerk loosened his employer's cravat, while Cap- 
tain Westford opened the door of the outer ofBce 
and despatched a messenger post-haste for the 
nearest surgeon. 

Rupert Godwin had fallen back in his chair a 
lifeless, shapeless heap of stricken mortality. The 
fevered, tmresting brain, so long kept on the rack, 
had succumbed at last to a paralytic shock of an 
aggravated character. For weeks past the banker 
had been subject to convulsive starts and un- 
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wonted nervous sensations ; but these sensations 
had affected him at long intervals, and had been 
very transient in their nature. They had there- 
fore caused no alarm in the breast of the im- 
happy wretch who had so many other reasons for ' 
fear. 

The shock of Danielson's demand, of Harley 
Westford's reappearance, the overwhelming sense 
of failure and ruin, had been too much for even 
that vigorous intellect. The chord, so long 
strained to its utmost tension, snapped suddenly, 
and Rupert Glodwin became a creature whom 
his worst enemies could afford to pity. 

A medical man came in hot haste to the bank 
parlour, and then another, and another, till there 
was quite a bevy of solemn-looking gentlemen 
hovering over the prostrate man. The tidings of 
Rupert Godwin's affliction had spread like wild- 
fire; and before his attendants had carried the 
heavy lifeless form to a sofa in an adjoining room, 
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the &ct that the banker had be^ei stricken bj 
paralysis was oommon talk on 'Change. Those 
who had prophesied the downfall of his house 
shrugged their shoulders, and lowered the comers 
of their mouths ominoiisly. 

" This will bring matters to a crisis," said one. 

" How do we know that he hasn't made away 
with himself?" asked another. 

The medical gentlemen announced that tiie 
spark called life was not extinguished, although 
that other and more subtle fli^me called conscious- 
ness had gone out, never again to illumine this 
earth for Rupert Godwin. 

There was very little hope of recovery, the 
doctors said; but their looks and tones implied 
that there was no hope. The stricken wretch 
lay with his dim eyes half shut ; and his medical 
attendants said that he might lie thus for hours — 
or, indeed, for days. 

It was even possible that he might continue 
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to live in that miserable state ; and ihus the West- 
fords left him to the care of his derk Danielson. 

" He hasn't a friend in the world, or a crea- 
ture who ever loved him, except his daughter," 
said the clerk ; " and even she has deserted him. 
I'll look after him somehow or other for the rest of 
his life. I've nothing particular to do with my- 
self or my money, so I may as well take care of 
him, I must get him away from this place, by 
hook or by crook ; for there may be a run on the 
bank to-morrow, and when people find out the state 
of the case they may want to tear Mr. Godwin to 
pieces." 

In the course of that afternoon the clerk con- 
trived to remove the awftil wreck of humanity 
which had once been his employer. He carried 
Mr. Grodwin to a place of safety. Not to Wil- 
mingdon Hall ; for tliat splendid mansion, with all 
its treasures, would in all probability fall very 
speedily into the hands of tJie officials of the Bank- 
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ruptcy Court, to be dealt with for the benefit of the 
banker's creditors, or to be mysteriously absorbed 
in the legal costs attendant on his bankruptcy. 

The shelter to which Jacob Danielson took his 
employer was a very humble one. It was a second 
floor in a little square behind the Borough, where 
Mr. Danielson had been for some years a lodger. 

Here, upon a flock-bed, the banker lay for 
some dreary days and nights, staring at the bare 
wall opposite him ; and even the man who watched 
him so closely failed to discover the precise mo- 
ment in which the vacant stare of idiotcy changed 
to the blindness of death. 

Thus closed the existence of a man who had 
drained the cup of life's excitements and enjoy- 
ments to the very dregs, and who had tasted to 
the uttermost the bitterness of the drops at the 
bottom of the chalice. There was an inquest, very 
quietly conducted, and the usual verdict of " Death 
from natural causes;" and this was all. The secret 
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of Rupert Godwin's crimes was known only to his 
confidential clerk, and those who had suffered so 
heavily at his hands. 

But many knew and lost by his commercial 
disasters, his reckless speculation, his unjustifiable 
extravagance, by which the foundations of a once 
substantial house of business had been undermined, 
until the whole fabric fell in one mass of ruin. 
Many an innocent victim suffered — ^many an im- 
poverished creditor cursed the name of Rupert 
Godwin. 

Let us turn to a brighter picture. Let us turn 
to that pleasant home on the borders of the New 
Forest, that quaint old dweUing-place surrotmded 
by picturesque gardens, the beloved home in which 
QaraWestford had passed all her happy married life. 

Once more she could call that dear home her 
own. Once more she wandered in the well-kept 
gardens, where the autumn flowers bloomed gaily 
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under a bright October sky — ^where the rustle of 
the forest leaves fell upon her ear like a soothing 
murmur of loving voices, as she walked on the 
smooth lawn, leaning — how proudly! — on her 
husband's arm. Once more she occupied the pretty 
rooms, which bore no evidence of a stranger's oc- 
cupation, for an old servant of the Westfords had 
been left in charge of the Grange during Rupert 
Godwin's brief hold upon the estate, and the 
smallest trifles had been held sacred for the love 
of an exiled house. 

She did not return alone with her loved hus- 
band. Lionel went with them, and Violet — happy 
in the society of the father and mother they loved 
so tenderly. 

But the brotlier and sister soon found another 
kind of happiness in other society ; for in one of 
their forest walks they came upon a young man 
sketching, with a beautiful girl dressed in deep 
mourning by his side. 
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^ The girl was Julia Godwin, and the artist was 
Edward Godwin, the young man whom Violet 
had known under the name of George Stanmore. 

It was to the protection of her brother that 
JuUa had fled, when her father's presence had 
become imendurable, Edward Godwin had re- 
turned to England after an artistic tour in Bel- 
gium, and had established himself again in the 
little cottage in the New Forest, hoping to meet 
his promised wife once more among the shadowy 
walJts she had so dearly loved. 

His surprise on hearing that the Westfords 
liad left the Grange, and that the estate had 
become the property of a Mr. Godwin, a banker 
in Lombard-street, was extreme. He wrote im- 
mediately to his sister announcing his where- 
abouts, and asking her if she could throw any 
light upon the circumstances under which his 
father had acquired this new property. 

The reply to that letter came in the person of 
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Julia herself. She told her brother that she had 
left home because that home had become in- 
tolerable to her ; but he could not extort from her 
any account of the causes that had made it so. 
She was loyal to the father whom she had once 
so dearly loved, whom she still thought of with a 
passionate regret. 

Here, in this quiet haven, the news of her 
father's death reached her. That event, which at 
one time would have been so bitter a calamity for 
her, seemed now a kind of relief. He was dead — 
and at resi He could be called before no earthly 
tribunal to answer for his crimes. He had gone to 
be judged by the All-just, and the All-merciful. 

If he had but repented — 

That was a question which no earthly lips 
could answer. Julia fondly hoped that repent- 
ance had come to the sinner before the closing-in 
of that dark scene, which she contemplated with 
xmutterable horror. 
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Strange explanations followed the first surprise 
of that meeting. The presence of Julia Godwin 
compelled the revelation of a secret which imtil 
this moment the painter had hidden from the 
woman he loved. He was compelled to tell Vio- 
let that his name was not George Stanmore, but 
Edward Godwin ; and that he was the son of that 
unhappy man whose bankruptcy and death had 
lately been recorded in all the newspapers. 

Violet did not tell her lover that his father had 
been the cruel enemy of her family — ^the sole cause 
of the sad interval of poverty and suflfering during 
which she had been absent from the Grange* The 
generous girl had not the heart to tell Edward 
Godwin this; but she received his explanations 
very coldly notwithstanding. 

" I wonder you remember me now, Mr. God- 
win," she said proudly ; " for when you saw me 
last, on the stage of the Circenses, you did not seek 
to renew your acquaintanceship with me." 
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And then Edward's earnest protestations con- 
vinced her in a few moments that he had not re- 
cognised her, and that he had only been struck by 
what he imagined was a most wonderful accidental 
likeness. After that all went smoothly between 
the reunited lovers, and they began to talk of how 
the secret of their love was to be broken to the 
merchant captain and his wife. 

They were alone together under the arching 
trees; for, by the merest accident of course, Julia 
and Lionel had strolled one way, while Edward 
and Violet went the other. 

*^ I can ask for your hand boldly now, Violet 
dearest," said Edward Godwin. " Fortune has 
been very good to me since last we met My pic-r 
tures have been successful, both in English and 
Continental ^Exhibitions, and I have received very 
liberal prices for my work. I am growing rich, 
darling, and I have splendid prospects for the 
ftiture. I want nothing but a dear little wife to 
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sit beside my easel — a sweet household divinity, 
whose fair young face will inspire me with all 
kinds of poetical ideas. My life has been a very 
hard one, Violet ; and when I was reticent as to 
my own history, it was because the subject was a 
most painful one. There was bad blood between 
my father and me. I cannot speak harshly of the 
dead, and therefore I will say nothing as to the 
cause of our quarrel. But we did quarrel, and we 
parted at once, and for ever. I went into the 
world penniless, and I have lived by my pencil 
ever since, having sworn to starve sooner than 
touch a sixpence of my father's money. There 
is no spur so sharp as poverty. I have worked 
hard, and I have been amply rewarded for my 
work." 

It is needless to linger with these lovers. They 
walked long imder the shadow of those solemn 
forest trees, and they could have walked there for 
hours with no sense of weariness, with no con- 
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sciousness of the monotony of iheir conversation, 
though it was very monotonous. 

While they lingered in the red westering light, 
another pair of lovers strolled near them, arm-in- 
arm. Lionel had declared bis afiection for Julia^ 
and had won from her the confession that he had 
been loved almost from the first. But she did not 
tell him how she had saved his life when he had 
so nearly fallen a victim to a midnight assassin. 

That night Lionel and Violet confessed all to 
their parents. 

The communication was by no means a plea- 
sant one to Harley Westford and his wife. 
Lnagine the coimtenances of Signer and Signora 
Capulet, when informed that thefat sole daughter 
and heiress has set her affections on the young 
scion of the Montagues ! 

It was difficult for Clara Westford to believe 
that tlie son of Rupert Godwin could be worthy 
of any woman's love, much less of tlie love of 
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that pearl amongst women, her own idolised 
daughter. 

But idolised children generally have their 
own way, however irrational their caprices may 
appear. And after considerable pleading, Vio- 
let and Lionel won Clara and her husband to 
consent to receive Rupert Godwin's children. 

When once tliis consent had been gained, all the 
rest was easy. Edward Godwin was not a man 
to be misunderstood by his fellow-men; and the 
acquaintance which Harley Westford had so re- 
luctantly begun speedily promised to ripen into 
friendship. 

"Is the young man to suflFer because his 
father was a scoundrel?" the sailor asked him- 
self. " That may be the letter of the old Jewish 
law, but I'm siire it isn't Christianity. The 
Teacher who refused to cast a stone at a guilty 
woman would have been the last to punish her 
innocent children. Let young Godwin stand 
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upon his own merits; and if I find he's a good 
fellow, he shall many my daughter, in spite of 
the scar under my left shoulder which bears 
witness against his father." 

Mrs. Westford had been still less inclined 
than her husband* to look kindly on the children 
of her merciless enemy : but even she was not 
inexorable. Julia's grace and beauiy — to say 
nothing of her e\adent devotion to Lionel — ^were 
quite irresistible; and before long the visitors 
from the forest cottage were as gladly welcomed 
at the Grange as any guests who had ever crossed 
the hospitable threshold. 

It was early in the following June, yet quite 
midsummer weather, when the bells of the little 
village church pealed gaily for a double wedding. 

Two fairer brides have rarely stood before an 
altar; two nobler bridegrooms seldom pledged . 
the solemn vows which influence a lifetime. 

Captain Westford and his wife looked on 
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with eyes that were dimmed by a mist of happy 
tears. Their own life lay before them, bright 
and sunny as it had been when they too had 
stood side by side before the altar of a sacred 
fane. Might these two young lives, now begin- 
ning, be as happy ! That was the prayer breathed 
silently from the heart of husband and wife. 

Two pretty Uttle rustic villas arose in the 
neighbourhood of the Grange. Not the builder's 
ideal of Italian-Gothic, with a rickety-looking 
campanello tower for the stowage of empiy crates 
and servants' luggage, but trim little Tudor cot- 
tages, with broad stone-mullioned windows and 
roomy porches — a happy blending of the sub- 
stantial and picturesque. 

Edward Godwin's pencil soon won for him 
a world-wide fame; but he was known only to 
the world by the name he had assumed when 
he first met Violet at the countjr-ball and in the 
forest glades. 
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Lionel, who had always been at heart a 
painter, followed the profession of his broiher-in- 
law, and in his own style was almost equally 
snccessfnl. 

If he had loved ai't for no other reason, he 
would have loved it very dearly for the sake of that 
meeting in the printseller's shop, when he looked 
for the first time on the beautifiil face of his wife. 

And thus the curtain falls upon tln*ee happy 
homes — three imited households, in which the 
days gUde smoothly by, across whose threshold 
the demon Discord never passes; households on 
which the angels may look with approving smiles 
— ^households wherein " Love is lord of all.'* 

THE END. 
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